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	1. Welcome To Berk Acadamy

_Heya Guys!_

_Chapter One, edited. _

_Just to clarify, this is the younger Hiccup, like in the first movie when he has both of his real legs. I know the age doesn't work but I sort of started writing this with the younger Hiccup in mind. Scratch that, we'll just pretend this is a 17 year old hiccup. So, still thin and scrawny, just slightly taller and still two real legs :P_

_Anyway, onward ho!_

* * *

><p><strong>The Other Side of The Mirror<strong>

**Chapter One: **Welcome to Berk Academy

**Hiccup**

**7th September 2015**

Hiccup's eyes opened and he stared at his plain bedroom ceiling.  
>He felt the laziness of sleep fade, only to be met with the pain of realisation:<p>

It was Monday morning already.

And to make matters worse, the stress of a restless night was coming back to haunt him.  
>All night he had been imagining the worst of the day to come. He was fearing all that could happen and (if it were to occur) what would <em>ironically<em> happen to him, of all people... And now Monday morning was here.

No matter how much Hiccup wished to pull the covers back over his head and resume his sleep, he couldn't. He didn't want to be late after all.  
>Because no matter how much Hiccup hated the idea of the first day of college, he was a diligent student; nerd to the core.<br>His plan was to pass College as soon as possible and escape to University, away from his father and away from his miserable little life of being an unwanted child.

Not that his Dad had said anything of course.  
>Stoick didn't have the time for unnecessary things like that. He was always in a rush, always angry, always too busy, even for something as simple as a quick "good morning," or "hello."<br>Even now, Hiccup could hear him banging about downstairs, not even trying to control his anger as he attempted a concoction of what could only have once been coffee. And possibly burnt toast by the smell in the air…

On cue, the smoke alarm began to sound, accompanied by Stoick's frenzied roar of fury and the volley of barks from Toothless, to which Stoick just shouted even louder making things worse…

Yup.  
>Hiccup had been dreading Monday morning.<br>And for good reason.

Before Hiccup could roll over and even attempt to suffocate himself in his soft feather pillow, the morning alarm began blaring, playing 'Circle of Life' at full volume. It was something Astrid had set as a joke, but Hiccup hadn't been bothered to change it.  
>But at the moment, the teen was opting to ignore it, trying to bury his face into the pillow. His phone was relentless.<p>

"HICCUP!" Hiccup just groaned.  
>"Sort out this damn dog before I take it to the pound!"<p>

There was more sounds of slamming doors before "and stay out you damn pest!" Stoick had shut Toothless in the garden again.  
>This was the norm now. It used to be only if Toothless did something he shouldn't, like nick food from plates or scratch and bite the furniture. But now it was every morning, whether it was hot, cold, raining or snowing.<br>Stoick didn't care. He was just too focused on getting to work.

Hiccup couldn't put off the inevitable any longer. Rubbing his eyes and moving at the slowest rate possible, the boy kicked the covers off his legs and swung them over the side of the bed, simultaneously snatching up his phone and swiping the _off_ button.

Hiccup allowed himself to sit there for a minute or so, simply waiting for the drowsiness to fade before he even attempted standing up.  
>Any attempt at standing before would probably result in him tripping over his rug (<em>or more likely his own feet<em>) and give himself a shiner with the corner of his desk, or something stupid like that.

Hiccup stared around at his room. The desk was cluttered with paper work and sketches, shoved against the far corner next to his wardrobe. Underneath was his gaming consoles and the numerous games he had brought for them, along with an array of DVDs he liked.  
>Above the desk his TV screen hung on the wall, surrounded by dozens of pictures the boy had taken or drawn or painted. There were a lot of dragons and random art of weird things that popped into his head. At the foot of the bed was a set of draws full of clutter and things Hiccup had collected over the years.<p>

Hiccup sighed to himself, unable to resist rubbing his eyes, scrunching up the corner of his baggy night-T in his fingers; a habit he had when he was nervous. The sleepiness was fading but a lot slower than he wanted it too. A nice hot shower should wake him completely.  
>At the prospect of the warm water, the boy stood up and made his way to his bedroom door.<p>

Hiccup could still hear his dad downstairs, grumbling to himself about where his car keys might be as he wondered to the bathroom. Before Hiccup even had his hand on the door handle, the front door slammed. The boy hesitated, waiting for the rev of the engine.  
>"Bye Dad," he said to himself.<p>

Hiccup was used to this of course.  
>It had started when he was seven, since his mother had died in a car accident.<p>

Stoick had changed.  
>Hiccup had changed.<p>

Their relationship became stretched because of it. There was no more laughter. Less conversation.  
>Eventually, there was only silence between the pair. It wasn't until recently was Stoick's anger and impatience beginning to show. On weekends, when Hiccup had nowhere else to be, and Stoick didn't have to work, they wouldn't both find excuses to avoid the other. It was as if they agreed to give each other the silent treatment.<br>It wasn't like Hiccup was bothered by it or anything. He did have Toothless for company, and he did visit Gobber's place once a week for a bit of social interaction… but in the summer holidays, Hiccup spent most of the time cooped up in his bedroom when he wasn't out walking with his dog.

There was plenty of times Hiccup felt… lonely.  
>Astrid had moved away to a different college.<br>Merida and her family had gone up North because of Fergus's job…

Hiccup didn't have many other friends. Not that he really wanted them anyway.

Hiccup preferred the company of his dog and his headphones.

Friends just meant effort, as well as the confidence to talk to them.

Once he was showered, Hiccup returned to his room, moving quickly to his wardrobe, aware he had spent more time in there than usual.

First day of college.

_What the hell should I wear?_

Hiccup stopped halfway through reaching for a shirt.

Such a girly moment just then.

He shrugged it off as he rooted through the clothes, pulling out one of his plain green t-shirts.

Casual.

Good idea.

Hiccup slipped into a pair of dark brown, smart skinny jeans and his new canvas shoes. He put on his watch and ruffled his hair with the towel, going for the wet-dog look rather than actually attempting to comb through it.  
>The boy made his bed and picked up his pre-packed his bag, although he couldn't help but make sure that he had his textbooks, laptop, camera, pens, paper pad and his glasses (for close up work only). Hiccup shoved his wallet and house keys into his pocket grabbing his phone, headset and his charger as he left his room.<br>On the coat rack downstairs was his favourite brown hoodie with the Skyrim logo printed on the back. He snagged that as well, chucking that by the front door along with his backpack.

Hiccup made his way to the kitchen.

The boy's stomach growled but it was more painful from nerves from the fact that he was starving. Starving, because Hiccup hadn't been able to actually eat anything for all of yesterday, worried that he was going to just bring it all back up…  
>Not a good idea to stock up on fuel if he was just going to toss his cookies on the kids at college.<br>Better to keep his stomach empty.

But there was someone else who should've been whining for food by now… Hiccup looked around, spotting Toothless sat outside the patio doors, wagging his tail and trying not to slobber all over the glass, knowing that would piss Stoick off and it would have to be Hiccup who would have to clean it up.  
>Toothless was Hiccup's wolf-dog mix breed; pure black with green eyes, just like Hiccup's. The teen opened the patio door and just managed to dodge as Toothless barrelled in, barking for loudly for attention or food.<p>

"I'll play with you later," Hiccup promised, rubbing the top of his head and moving to the fridge, trying to avoid being hit in the legs with the dog's tail which was wagging furiously.

"Sssh, calm down! If you do, I'll give you some meat!" That just put Toothless into a frenzy, jumping and barking and running into things. Trying to salvage the kitchen before the dog destroyed it with his hyper-ness, Hiccup grabbed the slab of beef, meant for Stoick's dinner that night and threw it at Toothless's food bowl.

Toothless wolfed it down hurriedly, pausing only when he realsied who's it should've been. The dog whined in the back of his throat, his ears flattening against his head. He was going to get Hiccup in trouble.  
>"Don't worry about it," Hiccup smiled, bending down to pet his best friend. "Dad will be late home again so I'll just grab some from the shop after I finish college."<br>The dog wagged his tail, licked Hiccup's hand and then returned to eating his meaty breakfast.

Hiccup smiled too himself.  
>He had found Toothless a few years back, when the dog was younger, just reaching adolescence. Toothless had somehow hurt his back leg so Hiccup took him home to patch him up.<br>Naturally Stoick had a fit but after several long winded arguments and lots of shouting on both parts (rare on the teens behalf but that was one of the reason Stoick agreed), Hiccup was allowed to keep the dog, on the condition that Hiccup had to look after him and Stoick wouldn't raise a finger to help. That even meant buying Toothless food.

Hiccup had to do chores and a paper round every Saturday morning to he could buy the dog some decent grub, if he didn't sneak whatever was forgotten in the freezer first.

"I'll see you later boy," Hiccup said, locking the back door, before running to the front door. He pulled his jacket on and swung his backpack over one arm, hoping that he hadn't missed the bus on his first day to college…

* * *

><p>So Hiccup's stomach thought it would amuse itself by pretending to be on a roller coaster. Either that or it was imitating what it was like to eat a thousand butterflies.<p>

Perfect.  
>Absolutely perfect.<p>

Hiccup took several shaky steps towards Berk Academy's entrance, trying desperately not to throw up. There were swarms of people in groups all milling about out front, some entering the building quietly, others nosily chatting on phones asking where people were and such.  
>Hiccup decided his best bet was just to go to Tutor and sit quietly. He stepped behind a small rabble of boys all acting like idiots, pushing each other as they sauntered through the front doors.<p>

Hiccup ducked away from the group, taking the first corridor on the left. He walked quickly, knowing exactly what room to go to. So he didn't look like an idiot, he had memorised the campus map so he knew how to get to tutor and all of his other classes. And just in case he forgot, Hiccup had a picture of it saved on his phone. Tutor was on the first floor almost on the opposite side of college. Hiccup started walking down the corridor, unsure if he was late, even though it didn't seem that there were that many people here this early….  
>He took the chance to glance at his watch when <em>BAM<em>!

He was flat on his ass after walking straight into someone else.

Immediately, Hiccup began to stutter apologies, feeling his cheeks blush. To make matters worse, both boy's bags had opened and decided to decorate the corridor floor. Luckily there was no one else around so Hiccup only looked like a bumbling fool to one person. The other boy apologise as well, laughing at himself for not seeing the boy. Hiccup wasn't really listening, his ears burning as he scrambled to pick up scattered bits of paper, trying not to crumple them as he forced them into a quick pile.  
>"Hey, I think this is yours," the boy said, handing over Hiccup's glasses case in exchange for his paper. Hiccup thanked him, finally looking up at the boy's face.<p>

_Whoa_.

The dude had white hair. As in snow white, too bright to look at, _white_ hair. And the boy's eyes were pale blue. Hiccup caught himself staring for a split second too long to which the boy simply laughed. "Sorry again. And thanks for helping me." Hiccup managed to mumble another "thank you" as they both stood up. The boy walked on, lowering his head to bury it in the campus map once again – the reason they had walked into each other in the first place.  
>For a second, Hiccup watched him go, trying to ignore his heart which was thumping a million times a second...<p>

Hiccup was gay.  
>He'd sort of figured it out over the last few year. It explained why he never had any of <em>those <em>thoughts for girls and just guys instead. The only other two people who knew was Hiccup's childhood friend; Astrid, and Merida; Hiccup's sister. Technically Merida was Hiccup's Cousin but the two were so close they ignored that little detail. Merida was Elinor and Fergus's daughter, along with the triplets; Harris, Hubert and Hamish. Elinor was Stoick's younger sister, so that's how Hiccup was related to them…  
>But the Dunbroch's now lived in Scotland, having moved just recently because of Fergus's job. It made it quite hard to see her.<p>

This was when he relied on Astrid. Astrid was actually quite helpful when she wasn't off at Changewing College. (Naturally everyone had to move away, making Hiccup's life that much better). Astrid didn't tease him about it and was always there if Hiccup just wanted to rant. The pair also had similar tastes so Astrid also had a friend she could gossip with.  
>She was always mindful of Hiccup, knowing that he would find it harder to find a boyfriend than she would.<br>But now Hiccup was left on his own, his two best friends a little too far away for his liking.

Hiccup continued on down the corridor, easily navigating his way to Tutor. His class was half empty when Hiccup got there. The room was an Art room and the tutor was a woman called Toothiana, (she explained everyone just ended up calling her Tooth anyway) who looked fresh out of university. Of course there were the idiots in the class who flirted immediately, but Tooth put them in their place with a few off hand comments leaving them blushing and speechless. Hiccup smiled, showing her his approval. She smiled back.

The Tutor period was going to be an hour, twice as long as usual so that everyone had a chance to talk to each other and get to know each other, make friends, blah blah, the usual _helpful _things teachers did so you weren't the loner idiot in class. Tooth told everyone to sit where they wanted. Naturally, Hiccup chose the seat at the back, so he didn't have everyone's eyes boring into the back of his skull. She also handed out club entry forms and diary dates to keep track of, including exam dates and revision sessions.  
>As usual the class split into groups almost immediately. There were the boys on one side talking about which girls they had dibs on and there were the girls bitching about boys, celebrities and mainly each other whilst comparing outfits and fashion tips.<p>

Hiccup was sat in the middle with no one to talk to. Just as he had expected, and just as he liked it.  
>Tooth came over, obviously unsure why Hiccup hadn't joined the other boys. He was busy putting the dates into his phone when she appeared, stood in front of his desk.<p>

Hiccup misinterpreted her reason to talk to him, immediately blushing with embarrassment. "Sorry I'll put my phone away." Tooth smiled. She was quite beautiful and her smile was warm. "No that doesn't matter. You're allowed your phones here. I just wanted to talk."  
>Hiccup smiled and switched his phone off, dropping it in his bag, but being mindful with his camera at the bottom.<p>

He knew what speech was coming the teacher had prepared. He had it at every new school he started at, from his teachers and the heads of year. Every school said the same thing. Hiccup knew. He had been to a few… Tooth perched on the edge of the desk in front of him, swinging her legs slightly, like a young child.  
>"Hiccup why don't you try talking to the others. It's a bit lonely on your own. I think it's a good idea to make some friends?"<p>

As she said this, the white-haired boy from this morning jumped into Hiccup's mind. The one he had bumped into this morning… Hiccup wouldn't mind being friends with him….. "I've got friends in college, but none are in his tutor," Hiccup lied smoothly, offering another smile.  
>It seemed to work. Tooth began to beam, slipping off the desk quickly. "At least you won't get lonely during break and lunch then."<p>

Hiccup was conscious of the looks he was getting from both groups of kids but he ignored them, trying to keep his attention on Tooth.  
>Hiccup? Make friends? The boy was close to throwing up from nerves as it was, and the prospect of talking to people and trying to make friends – and not to mention making a fool out of himself in the process – almost made him want to faint. It wasn't that Hiccup didn't want to, it's just all his other friends had bullied him, from the first year of Primary School to the last Year of Secondary School. Hiccup just kept his mouth shut and accepted it. It was better to avoid people than be pushed down. And Hiccup rather preferred to be ignored than to be beaten to a pulp.<p>

The bell rang and Tooth pretty much flew to the front of the class. Everyone took the bell as cue to pack their things and head to the next class. "I'll see you all at lunch registration. Don't be late," Tooth teased as everyone filed out.

"Hiccup." The boy turned at his name being called. "Try making a friend today." She smiled encouragingly and Hiccup couldn't help but smile back. For some reason, she had seen through his lie.  
>Actually, Hiccup knew better… All of the teachers must've read his report: the one from the shrink. That meant they all knew the basics of his sob story.<p>

Hiccup sighed internally. Secondary school all over again… He'd get messages from the counsellors, teachers would give him special treatment – that wasn't bad but at the same time he could live without all the sympathetic looks – he'd have access to his own private study room if he wanted to just go and chill and if he wanted to leave any of his lessons Hiccup could simply stand up and walk out, no questions asked. So yeah, it might sound like a good deal, but it usually meant singling out from the other kids.

"Sure. I'll try."

Hiccup shifted his backpack and closed the door behind him, making his way to his first lesson. It was photography. The lesson wasn't too bad. Hiccup was ignored again but that was the way it was going to work. Besides, all they did was introduce themselves and play games to get to know one another. The teacher, Manny, was pretty cool, playing around and showing off his camera collection. Hiccup was interested but he didn't ask any questions, trying not to draw any unwanted attention to himself.

Everyone had break after that, which was for half an hour. Hiccup wandered the corridors by himself, sipping from a bottle of water he had grabbed from a vending machine he found. He couldn't help but keep one eye on lookout for the boy with the white hair… Hiccup's stomach grumbled but he told it to shut up. He wasn't giving it any fuel to throw up with. His stomach growled again in protest but was finally quiet. Hiccup found a quiet spot on campus; on the third floor just above the computer department and outside some spare class rooms, there was a window sill the boy could perch himself on.  
>From instinct Hiccup took his camera from his bag and snapped a few pictures of the campus. From there he could see the back field, the college campus, the row of trees that stood like a wall, blocking the view of the buildings outside college. The back field looked like a great place to go for lunch in nice weather. There were also shops literally down the road so Hiccup could always head there if he wanted to. And Gobber's restaurant was about a fifteen minute walk so he could always go there after college or on his half days…<br>Hiccup stared at his camera, flicking through his latest ones. Even though he had a backup of everything at home, he always kept his favourite ones saved to the camera. There was a picture of Toothless with one of his shoes slipper chewed to buggery, several of beautiful places Hiccup had seen and several more of Toothless at different times in his life.

Hiccup was too busy flicking through his pictures he didn't notice a bunch of boys slowly coming up the steps. That was quite remarkable because they were laughing loudly and trying to push each other down the stairs, acting all goofy like and just in general being irritating. Their ring leader was laughing loudly, until he caught sight of the boy perched at the far end of the corridor.

"Well if it isn't little Toothpick."

Hiccup looked up, recognising his voice. He recognised his face too.

_Shit_.

The boy's name was Dagur Range.  
>Hiccup thought '<em>deranged'<em> suited him a lot better.

Dagur was Hiccup's childhood bully as well as… well. He was the one who spent countless hours torturing the boy throughout childhood. Hiccup had hoped that Dagur was too stupid to get into college, but that obviously that wasn't the case.

"Oi Toothpick. What are you doing here?"

Hiccup slipped off the window sill without a word, sneakily stuffing his camera into his jacket pocket, hoping none of the others had seen what he had done. The thing was important to him and he didn't want Dagur snatching it away from him and breaking it. His camera was quite expensive and he would have to replace it himself...

Suddenly the campus bell rang and Hiccup ran for it.  
>Literally. He gladly took the escape route given to him.<p>

He couldn't help but dread to think what this meant. Dagur was attending his college. That meant he had to put up with him for several more years….  
>The thought of it made Hiccup want to quit immediately, but he wouldn't do that. Something that rash was seriously immature...<p>

Dagur was Hiccup's ex.

Not really. There was never a relationship there to begin with.  
>Hiccup would tutor Dagur so that he could get the marks. In exchange, Dagur wouldn't openly bully Hiccup and make his school life a living hell. Instead, Dagur took things to a more… <em>adult <em>level of looking at it. Hiccup became his outlet for all his frustrations. That didn't mean Dagur would stop hitting and kicking him, but it also meant that they would have sex.  
>It wasn't sex to Hiccup though. It was detached of emotion; just the act to which Hiccup couldn't say no for fear of being beaten up.<p>

Hiccup accepted it on some level, knowing he was gay. Dagur knew this, and he used this as blackmail to tie Hiccup to him. Hiccup could only do as he was told until he escaped at the end of secondary school. Dagur was meant to go work for his dad, a few cities away.  
>So why was it he was still here?<p>

Hiccup pushed the thoughts to the back of his head. There was no use worrying. All he had to do was avoid Dagur. It would be a lot easier to do in college, where the campus was bigger, and as far as the teen knew, his ex wasn't in _any _of his lessons.

The boy's next lesson was Art. He checked his phone for the room number – he had smartly remembered to save all the important information on there so that he didn't look like an idiot staring at his timetable the whole time he tried to navigate himself around the large campus grounds. The room was number 01A3. That was the same as his tutor. Did that mean Hiccup had Tooth teaching him?  
>Hiccup found his tutor room and walked inside, taking dibs on the desk he sat at this morning.<p>

Everyone else filed in and Hiccup's shoulder sagged – all girls. Tooth followed in behind them, talking to several as if they were on close terms already. She waved to Hiccup who smiled, pulling out his phone quickly to make it look like he was doing something… He probably had a game on here somewhere…  
>The bell rang again and Tooth told everyone to take up seats and arrange themselves into a circle. The girls sorted it out themselves, rearranging the desks several times so that friends could sit together. Hiccup was once again left on his own at the back of the room with empty seats on both sides… He could hear the girls gossiping, some laughing and giggling, pointing in his direction. But none of them seemed overly keen to come up and ask for his name…<p>

Art classes were going to be fun.

"Right eyes front," Tooth said loudly, calling for the girl's attention. On her front desk she had paper and books. "I've got stuff to hand out first and things to tell you before I forget. Then we'll do introductions." Just as Tooth made to pick up the first book off the top of her many stacked piles, the door swung open quickly.

Hiccup stared at the boy that was stood there, panting slightly. He doubled over, keeping himself upright with his knees, trying to stop himself from wheezing too much as if he'd just run an entire marathon. "Sorry mm late," he breathed out quickly, pausing to catch his breath. He looked exhausted.  
>Hiccup immediately recognised him as the boy who bumped into him earlier this morning. His white hair was an obvious giveaway. It looked extra bright, complimenting his pale skin. He was wearing a loose white t-shirt and jeans that clung to his hips, slightly to long for him as they gathered around his ankles, half covering up a pair of new looking white running trainers. He had an old brown satchel slung over one shoulder and a blue hoodie under the other. Hiccup found himself staring at the guy, blushing as he quickly dropped his head down to stare at his blank phone screen.<p>

Hiccup soon realised that all the other girls were doing exactly the same thing as him. Shit, if this boy was actually in this art class and not lost…  
>Internally Hiccup was jumping for joy. But at the same time… Tooth smiled. "Mr Frost I assume. Take a seat." She smiled warmly, indicating a chair on Hiccup's immediate right, winking to the freckled boy as she did.<br>Hiccup groaned to himself. He knew it.

This was going to be torture.

The boy… Frost, it seemed Tooth had called him, stood up straight, smiling to everyone. Hiccup swore he needed sunglasses to look at that smile. It seemed a lot of the girls thought the same, already turning to gossip, some flushing themselves. "Hey," Frost said happily, before dropping the façade and doubling over again. "Ah cramp," he groaned clutching his side with a half-attempted smile.  
>One of the girls in the class giggled, pulling her top down slightly to make her cleavage a bit more revealing than it had been a few seconds prior. "Why are you so out of breath?" she asked in her girly trill, pushing her arms together to make her bust seem more prominent. Her friends giggled around her at what she was doing, some copying, others hiding their faces as if they were too embarrassed to watch.<br>All of them shared a hungry expression, like a pack of lions would before closing in for the kill.

Frosty was screwed.

"Running," Frost answered once he had his breath back, shifting his satchel more onto his shoulder before making his way to the back to the desk that Tooth had pointed out for him. Hiccup ducked his head lower, praying that the heat on his cheeks was imaginary and he _was not _flushing like the others. Oh shit, he was crushing really hard on this boy.

But why wouldn't he? Frosty had a nice figure, about the same height as Hiccup although he was properly proportioned with muscles and a sport physique. Hiccup _did not _imagine the boy on the swim team. Not in a pair of speedos or anything. Of course not.

"Needed to… to help my sister…," the boy panted, pushing past the girl's desks, heading in the freckled teen's direction. "I was eating whilst I ran… back to college… not a good idea…" Frost threw his bag onto the desk and slumped into his chair, wrestling with the straps so he could pull out a water bottle. The white-haired boy had all eyes on him as he downed half the bottle. Now Hiccup would be lying if Frost's neck wasn't slightly appealing as it moved with every mouthful he swallowed. And he was pretty sure he was imagining those water droplets runnign down his sking and wetting the collar of his top and... Oh.

_Focus, _the boy told himself, staring at the phone in his hands. _Just because he was this close to the hot boy didn't not give him any reason to make the guy think (or realise) he was gay. Then Frost wouldn't ever speak with him again. That was if he would even talk to a freckled geek in the first place... _

Hiccup noticed the girls shuffle closer in their seats, all eyes trained on the beautiful sacrificial offering that had been thrown into their midst. And not the scrawny nerdy freckled teen who was too shy to say anything…

It was the first time that Hiccup actually felt a little thankful to the fact that he was gay. That meant that he didn't have to feel put out by the fact that he was going to get zero attention from all the girls in the class. It seemed they were already planning different ways to get 'Frostys' attention, as they so cutely nicknamed him. (Hiccup was going to agree with that at least.)  
>One of the girls complained about the heat, slipping off unnecessary layers. Other girls copied her whilst others pulled their t-shirt straps down to reveal more skin. It was so obvious that Hiccup found himself smirking. Tooth caught his eyes and winked, finding the display rather amusing too.<p>

But Hiccup was also a little upset that his crush was now the centre of attention.

Hiccup scowled to himself. Frost wasn't _his _crush. Yeah, so he had a crush on him (but he'd never tell anyone – accept maybe Astrid and Merida) but it seemed so did everyone else.

"Hey," Frost said suddenly, sitting forward to lean on his desk, his head resting on one arm, head towards Hiccup. Hiccup gulped, smiling quickly. "H-hey."  
>"The names Jack. What's yours?"<br>"Hiccup…" The boy smirked. "Seriously?"

Hiccup just nodded, feeling his cheeks blush. This was also another reason why Hiccup hated talking to people. He had to tell them his name.  
>Stoick, Hiccup's dad was set tightly on tradition. The Haddock family had descended from Vikings and 'Hiccup' was a traditional Viking name… for weaklings and pushovers. <em>Thanks dad.<br>_Stoick didn't know about Hiccup being gay either. That was just one line he would never cross. Hiccup had no idea how Stoick would react, but he knew it would be bad. Disowning him would probably be the least of his worries. Throwing him out, never speaking to him again… severing all ties… Hiccup pulled his arms around himself quickly as if a cold breeze had blown over him.

"Hey that's awesome! At least you don't have to worry about other people having the same name as you." Hiccup looked up. "Wait," he said slowly, looking at Jack as if he was crazy. "You're not going to laugh or say it's stupid or-"  
>"Hey why would I?" Jack asked quickly, sitting up straight. "It's a cool name, nearly as cool as mine." Jack brought his hands up, opening them wide as if he was showing some giant imaginary sign with flashing lights and bright colours. "Jack Frost! How cool is that? Well it's actually Jackson Overland Frost if you want to be picky but I think 'Jack Frost' sounds a lot cooler!"<br>"Yeah or people could just call you Snowflake." Hiccup hadn't meant to say it out loud! Great way to make friends; insult them straight away.

Jack Frost raised an eyebrow. "Well I haven't heard that one."  
>And he began to laugh. Hiccup laughed as well.<p>

The two hit it off quite well.  
>Their conversation first started off about college. Hiccup told Jack that he was studying Art (obviously), Photography, Computer Design and Media. Hiccup wanted to work in animation when he was older, or become an artist, direct and produce movies or music videos… Anything where he could be creative really. Jack didn't have much of an idea what he wanted to do after college. He liked the idea of university life ("It's the freedom more than anything,") but he wasn't sure what he should do. Jack was taking Art (again that was really obvious), P.E, Music and Media.<p>

It turned out that Jack and Hiccup also shared the same Media class which mean that they would see each other more than they had initially thought. Jack had chosen his options based on his hobbies. He liked to draw, hence art, played guitar and sung, hence music and loved to play video games. Jack was only taking P.E because he had gotten into the college on a scholarship. It also meant that he had to be a part of the college's football team. Jack wasn't particularly focused on football and didn't follow teams or matches and stuff, but Hiccup quickly learnt that Jack was very competitive. Football seemed like a good sport for him.

It was then that Tooth came around, handing out a few artist sketch pads (An A5 field Journal and two A4 sketch pads) for homework and such just in case anyone hadn't bought their own – Hiccup actually wasn't surprised when Jack admitted he hadn't. The group's homework was to cover their books so that they'd be unique and easily recognisable. Hiccup smiled at that. He would've done so anyway but now he could put in that little bit more effort and make it not look like he was trying too hard… Probably something with dragons…  
>"Aww man, homework already?" Jack moaned, but Hiccup could see the corner of his mouth twitching upwards and knew he was only mucking about. Hiccup knew that he'd be a class clown. That was just Jack's attitude. At last everything would be mildly interesting from now on.<p>

After that the group did several activities as well as introductions. Hiccup couldn't really pick up on the girl's names but it didn't really bother him for the moment. But when Tooth mentioned group assignments starting next week, Hiccup wished that he had been paying closer attention. "Right that's enough of me talking," Tooth said, clapping her hands together, now that all the books and paperwork had been handed out and explained. "You can talk amongst yourselves till lunch. You can leave the desks as they are for now. My tutor will put them back later," she said winking in Hiccup's direction.  
>Hiccup looked unimpressed which made Tooth laugh.<p>

"Are you in her Tutor then?" Jack asked, noticing the exchange. "Yeah," Hiccup answered. "I'm glad though. Tooth is nice."  
>Jack nodded, his expression mock thoughtfulness. "I don't quite understand the Tooth part though…"<p>

* * *

><p>The lunch bell rang, interrupting Jack's re-enactment of last night's zombie attack on 'Dead Walkers.'<br>Jack loved the show and mocked offense when Hiccup admitted to never seeing it. He didn't tell Jack that he got scared of scary stuff, zombies in particular. But he didn't decline Jack's offer when he invited Hiccup round to watch all of the previous seasons in some sort of zombie-fest marathon. Jack seemed too excited so Hiccup just nodded whilst smiling, internally hoping that it wasn't that scary or too gory, even though it probably was because Astrid and Merida had tried to get him to watch it once before.  
>Hiccup didn't really do horror…<p>

"We'll have to do it soon," Jack said, packing his books into his satchel as Hiccup put his own stuff in his backpack. He saw Tooth give him the thumbs up before she turned to a girl with bright red hair… Hiccup forgot the girl's name. It didn't matter…

"Hey let's grab some food," Jack said, putting his satchel over his shoulder. "I forgot my lunch today so I need to grab some but the food in the canteen doesn't look too appealing," Jack grumbled, fishing into his hoodie for wallet. "I don't live around here," he said, mainly to himself, counting the spare change in his zipper pocket, "so I don't really know where everything is…"  
>"There's a diner about ten minutes up the road," Hiccup said pulling out his phone to check the time. "It's got good food and it's relatively cheap. Besides I know the owner. I'll get him to start cooking so we can just grab whatever when we walk in."<br>"Cool!" Both walked off Campus in the direction of the 'Gronkle Pit-Stop.'

Hiccup pulled the diner Menu up on his phone, letting Jack go through to see what he wanted. It was mainly burgers and steaks (a lot of beef) and chips. After deciding the boy passed the phone back to Hiccup, who went through his contact list to Gobber's number. He called it so many times, maybe it was easier if he just put it on speed dial… The familiar sound of a phone ringing began as Hiccup pressed the mobile up to his ear.  
>The number connected and the familiar sound of a busy kitchen diner echoed through the phone. "Hello. We're busy s' make it quick." Hiccup couldn't help but laugh at Gobber's amazing people skills.<br>"Hey Gobber, its Hiccup," the boy said, mouthing to Jack which way they had to walk, ignoring his slightly amused, slightly confused expression. "Hey Kiddo. How 're you?" Gobber asked, half concentrating as he then decided to yell at Grump about something about a cold oven.

"I'm good. First day of college today. I was coming to yours for lunch with a friend so do you mind cooking the food up."  
>"Ay, sure thing. What'd you want?" Hiccup read out their orders, waiting for Gobber to write it down whilst shouting at the rest of the staff. "Ay I got it Hiccup."<br>"Thanks Gobber. We'll be there in five. Or there about." Hiccup listened to the customary click of the line disconnecting before pocketing his phone.

"Gobber?" Hiccup heard Jack scoff but it wasn't mean. Or at least it wasn't meant to be. "Yeah, he's a family friend. He run's the local diner. I go there a lot because…" Hiccup felt himself trail off. He didn't really want to talk about his family problems. And it'd be weird in all. He only met Jack an hour ago. "Sometimes my dad gets home late and I'm not in the mood to cook," Hiccup said quickly, hopefully it had covered for the lapse.  
>Jack didn't seem to notice. "So you live locally then?"<br>Unless he did and realised that the teen didn't want to talk about it.

Hiccup nodded at the boy's last comment, pointing quickly to a path they could take that would cut their journey in half. It was an alley that led behind a row of houses and overlooked a small forest. Hiccup wouldn't have gone this way usually, but with Jack it didn't matter. Not that he told Jack any of this. He just hoped he didn't look too worried as he walked, trying to ignore the creepy, over hanging branches and the possibility of an axe murderer hiding round the next corner.

"Yeah, over in the Fury Estate. I live with my dad but my sister visits sometimes. Technically Merida's not my sister, she's my cousin but we've been so close we say we're siblings. Besides, she always wanted a brother her age. But now she's got three younger ones. Elinor just gave birth to triplets." Hiccup laughed to himself, not realising he had begun to ramble.

When had it become this easy to talk to people? He'd usually stutter and mumble and look like an idiot. That's why people didn't talk to him much.

"Fergus is over the moon," he said sarcastically, remembering the last phone conversation with Merida and how she complained twenty minutes solid about lack of sleep.  
>"Wow that must be a lot to deal with," Jack laughed, folding his arms behind his head as if he was sunbathing whilst walking along. "I'm glad my family is just my dad and my little sister. Sometimes, I find even they're enough to deal with." There was a hint of sadness in his voice but Hiccup didn't pry. After all, he hadn't said anything about Stoick, so what right did he have to ask about Jack's personal life.<p>

Jack explained that his younger sister was called Rapunzel, whom he had nicknamed Punzie. She was twelve and had just started a new school this morning. Jack realised he still had her set of house keys in his satchel so he had to run to her school; Burgess Elementary, to drop them off. That was why he was late for getting to Art. He had actually arrived back to the college on time but got lost looking for the right classroom, hence him not actually turning up on time and interrupting Tooth's little speech at the beginning.

"I was worried I'd be the only guy doing Art. Dad said not many boys do it nowadays because arts not cool anymore or something. Oh well," Jack said smiling. "It just means that there's more girls for me to flirt with." Hiccup forced out laughter, the harsh reminder of reality that Jack was straight hitting him like a speeding dragon. And here goes Hiccup's head showing the boy cute little _Romeo and Juliet_ fantasies that will never happen. _Way to go brain. Thanks for making my day that much better._

Jack must have noticed Hiccup frowning or something. "Oh hey, I can share," he said laughing.  
>"Oh no," the freckled teen said quickly, trying to cover up his emotional blunder. "By all means, you keep the girls. None of them are particularly appealing." Hiccup forced out more laughter, before adding; there is one though…<p>

"Which one?"

Hiccup turned to Jack. His eyes were sparkling and he was grinning like an idiot, obviously as relaxed in Hiccup's presence as the boy was with him. It took Hiccup a moment to realise what Jack had said. "Wait… I said that _out loud_?"  
>Jack guffawed. "Yes. So come on. Tell me which one."<p>

Hiccup shook his head. "Oh… a… I mean, I sort of met them around college." Not 100% a lie, but at least Hiccup was sort of answering the questions with mild truths thrown in.

"C'mon Frosty. We're here." Hiccup pointed to the diner, dashing across the road before Jack could question him anymore.  
>Saved.<p>

Gobber had the food ready for as soon as the boys walked through the door. The smell of oil and fatty foods made Hiccup's stomach growl and he didn't realise how hungry he actually was, considering he hadn't eaten anything for the past forty eight hours. The two boys sat themselves down at a corner table, their mouths watering when Gobber brought them two plates of food. For the next several minutes the boys didn't talk as they dug themselves into Gobber's homemade double cheeseburger with extra-large chips.

Hiccup was starved.  
>Jack hadn't eaten anything that tasted so good!<p>

"Right," Jack said between mouthfuls, his tone turning serious, stabbing a chip in Hiccup's direction. "Dead Walker. You got to tell me when you're free?" Hiccup just laughed, expecting something more… important than a movie date-  
><em>Not a movie date,<em> his mind scolded. _You are simply two friends, two GOOD friends, hanging out in Jack's room to watch Zombie movies._

Jack was way too excited for his Zombie Show Marathon. But truth was (as explained by Frosty) none of Jack's other friends watched stuff like that. They were mainly football fans and preferred screaming at people kicking a ball about rather than Zombies ripping guts and brains from people. "Besides, I had to move recently so all my old friends are down South. It's a bit far to drive – not that I can yet although I am learning – and a bit expensive on train." Jack's sentence faded to nothing, his eyes a little distant as he bit into his cheeseburger.  
>Hiccup smiled sadly. After all, he knew what it was like to feel a lonely after moving. "Any time after college and weekends, but Saturday morning's I have a paper round," Hiccup said, pausing before he stuffed another tomato-sauce-coated-chip into his mouth. "Actually I can't do this weekend. I promised to help my dad with moving stuff but other than that..."<p>

Jack nodded, staring at the salt shaker as if deep in thought. "What's your college schedule? Because I know I get days off and early finish on Thursday…" Hiccup pulled out his mobile, opening his photo file to the picture he took. "Hey that's a pretty good idea," Jack commented, pulling out a rather scruffy bit of paper, ripped and crumpled. Hiccup compared both of the timetables. "Thursdays, we both finish at eleven." It was only Art that morning. And they both had Fridays off, sort of. Hiccup had Computer Design first thing from nine till ten but other than that.  
>"Hey brilliant," Jack said, not even realising that the big column saying 'Free Study' meant that he didn't have to stay on campus.<p>

"Then let's do it Thursday after Art then. We can hang out for a bit then go back and watch Zombie stuff."

"Sounds like a plan."

* * *

><p><em>So... <em>

_Thoughts please guys. _

_Favourite/Follow/Review :D_


	2. New Best Friend

_Hello Reader :D_

_So you've come back for more? Fantastic.  
>Let's get started then.<em>

* * *

><p><strong>The Other Side Of The Mirror<strong>

**Chapter Two: **New Best Friend

**Jack**

It was quite a surprise for Jack's Dad when he walked into his son's bedroom on Thursday morning, to find him already awake, franticly cleaning up; chucking dirty clothes by the door, rubbish in the bin and trying to locate all of his video games and Dead Walker DVDs, whilst only wearing boxers and one sock that was only half on his foot.  
>"What are you doing?"<p>

Jack looked up, suddenly spotting his father stood in the doorway. North was wearing one of his formal red suits, his tattoos hidden by long sleeves and his long white beard smartly styled… "Where are you going?" Jack asked, forgetting his tidying scheme. "You don't usually dress like that to go to work. Are you going somewhere else?" The older man laughed. "No, I have an important meeting at work today with some distributors."  
>Jack's Dad, North Frost, was the Director of a toy manufacturing company. He was quite a busy man, but he always managed to make time for his children.<br>"But you…" North smiled, winking as he did.

"Is someone special coming over?"

"What? No!" Jack stood up quickly. "It's just Hiccup, you know, my new friend at college. He's coming round so we can play video games and watch Zombie movies," the boy said hurriedly, glancing round at the mess that he still need to clear. "But he's quite organised and seems to be the tidy type, so I thought that I should at least make my room a little presentable."  
>"Ah ok," North chuckled, not completely convinced. "Then if he's staying for lunch, you might want to get some food while you're out. We don't have much."<p>

Jack nodded, returning to the task of tidying up. In the process he found several more Zombie movies and his spare Xbox controller. He made the bed and opened his window, trying to mask the smell of a teenager's bedroom.  
>"Jack let's go!" Rapunzel appeared at the bedroom door, dressed up, her hair pulled back into a high ponytail. Even then it reached down to just above her knees. "Give me five minutes," Jack said from underneath his bed, trying to grab the TV remote. No wonder he hadn't been able to find it. "I can go by myself if you're busy," Rapunzel said, trying not to laugh as Jack tried to manoeuvre out from under the bed with the little space he had.<br>"No, no I'm coming," he said, putting his remote by the TV. _Did it have batteries in it?_

Rapunzel just laughed. "Well then you might want to find more clothes. I can't walk to school with you if you're only wearing that," she said pointing to his choice of pyjamas.  
>"Crap! I forgot!" He rushed to his wardrobe, hoping that he had at least at least a decent pair of trousers and a top (hopefully clean).<p>

"Wear this," Rapunzel said, pushing Jack out of the way and grabbing him a pair of burgundy skinnies he had never worn. She chucked him a plain grey t-shirt and a greyish blue, white and grey plaid patterned, sort of smart/casual dress shirt. "Leave the top open, and roll the sleeves up slightly. And wear your dark grey leather jacket. It will go. And grey trainers," Rapunzel said, smiling.  
>"If you're going on a date you have to make the right impression."<p>

Jack paused, halfway through wrestling with the top. "Come on Punzie, it's not a date. I already told Dad Hiccup's just a friend." Rapunzel just shrugged and gave him a 'you-can't-get-anything-past-me' look before smiling again.  
>"Whatever you say." Jack spat his tongue out before hunting through his wardrobe for his leather coat. Punzie was quite got at clothes choices. She was the one that mostly gave him advice when they went clothes shopping. Punzie also bought him a few things (actually she just persuaded Dad to buy them) so she could try different styles and see what went with his white hair (every colour really).<br>Jack didn't mind. He got free clothes and Punzie had fun using him as a personal mannequin. She wanted to be a fashion designer when she was older, meaning that whatever she dressed her brother in, he always looked good.

In ten minutes, Jack was ready. His bedroom was acceptable as well so he didn't have to worry about that. He grabbed his wallet, his watch, phone, headphones, bag and house keys, meeting his sister and Dad in the car. "I won't be home till late tonight," North said, pulling out of the drive. "The business meeting is going to last most of the afternoon and I think I'll have to take them to dinner, just so we can close the deal. So Jack can you do dinner for tonight for the pair of you. Don't stay up too late and the rest of it," he trailed off, knowing that both his kids were responsible and could look after themselves.

"Got it," Jack said, only half listening as he texted Hiccup, making sure that he was still up for today's plans. They hadn't been able to see much of each other yesterday. They had Media in the morning, but the man teaching it; Mr Jorgenson was a very strict man meaning no talking, listening and writing notes only. But that didn't stop Jack from throwing notes over to Hiccup's desk.  
>Luckily Mr Jorgenson was only a cover teacher, and Gothi, who was their usual Media teacher was in the hospital from a hip operation. So while she recovered they had two beautiful months of Mr Jorgenson and his unapprovingly scowl.<p>

Jack's phone blinked in his hand, a message popping up.

[Received: Thursday 08:06 | Sender: Hiccup]  
><em>Morning. You do know you could've just asked me this in Art.<br>And don't be late again. You've already been late to the first two. :P_

Jack laughed to himself. True, he had missed the beginning of the second Art lesson (technically the first because their actual first lesson had just been introductions and games) because Punzie had forgot her keys again and Jack had to run them to her school. Again. It didn't matter today because Jack would be home before her…

_I was only five minutes late_, Jack text back in his defence.

"We're here," North said from the front. He pulled into a side road, letting Jack and Rapunzel climb out.  
>Jack's phone beeped, signalling another message.<p>

[Received: Thursday 08:07 | Sender: Hiccup]  
><em>You were still late.<br>Anyway, where are you now? Are you on campus yet?_

_No, I'm at Punzie's school I'm dropping her off first and then heading to college. It's only a half an hour walk. _

[Received: Thursday 08:10 | Sender: Hiccup]  
><em>Just make sure you're not late. <em>

Jack laughed to himself, pocketing the phone.  
>Yep. He was glad he tidied his room this morning.<p>

Jack waved to his dad as he drove away. This was usually how it went. Dad would drop them off about twenty minutes from Punzie's school, just before the motorway junction so that North didn't have to drive all over the place. Jack would walk Punzie to school, then keep going to get to college. The road he walked was also a part of the bus route so he could catch the bus if he wanted to – and if or when it rained - but it was nice to take a stroll.

"So," Punzie sang, hugging Jack's arm as she walked. "Tell me about your date." Jack laughed, trying to pull his arm back. "I told you. It's not a date. Hiccup is just a friend. He's coming round so we can play videos games and watch horror movies." Punzie smiled.

"Is he cute?" Jack laughed nervously, finding himself blushing. "Y-yeah."

Punzie's smile widened. "Do you like him?" Jack blushed brighter.  
>"Knew it!"<p>

Jack smiled but his voice turned serious. "But you can't say anything Punzie. He's straight and he thinks I am as well and I don't want to make things awkward between us. You know all my old friends abandoned me when they found out I was gay."

Jack sighed to himself.  
>Yeah he was gay.<p>

Both Punzie and his Dad knew and they were cool with it. Jack was thankful for that. His friends hadn't been that understanding.  
>Jack had nearly tried sex with a girl back at the after party of the final football game of the season (he scored the winning goal) but when he actually saw her… well <em>there… <em>and he realised he had to put his _thing, there. _

Well Jack hadn't. His friends had laughed at him but he had admitted to not ever liking girls. Jack never admitted to being gay until the last day of Secondary school when everyone went to collect their GCSE results. Of course insults followed and a lot of friendships broken.

Jack didn't care.  
>If they were true friends they would've realised that Jack didn't feel that way for any of them. He was naturally a top. And it was weird for the top to be smaller than the bottom. So Jack actually preferred smaller boys, but he wouldn't deny little bit of muscle.<br>Hiccup was pretty much his ideal. Okay he was the same height as Jack, and wasn't a skinny little runt and… Hiccup wasn't gay.

"…"

"…ack…"

"…Earth to Jack. Come in Jack!"

The boy stared at Punzie, who was waving in his face. "What?" he asked.  
>"We're here already," Rapunzel smiled. "You've been day dreaming the whole time." She laughed again before grabbing his top to pull him down so she could give him a peck on the cheek. "Good Luck on your date." She skipped away quickly, laughing as she did.<br>"Hey not fair," Jack called after her, watching as she met up with some friends.

Jack laughed to himself, pulling out his phone and headphones. He flicked through his playlists, clicking random. It was a mix of all favourite songs, or songs he really liked at random times. Jack set off down the road, walking in time to 'It's my life,' by Bon Jovi, moving his hands like he would when playing the guitar. That was another thing he wanted to ask Hiccup. What kind of music did he like?  
>Jack had pegged him as a poprock kid so probably something like Bastille or of Monsters and Men. Possibly.  
>Jack liked a bit of everything, but anything with a decent guitar solo or cute little rift and he was hooked. That's why he liked fingerstyle guitar, but he only played that on his acoustic. But he was trying to learn the 'Never Give In' intro from BVB… well he was getting there. Maybe Hiccup played an instrument.<br>They hadn't really talk about Music. Just their families, college, friends, more college and college work.

As well as Dead Walkers.

Jack felt himself get excited again, picking up his pace as the song changed to 'Into a Fantasy' by Alexander Rybak. Jack definitely needed to try and convert it to guitar...

Jack was so into his songs he didn't realise that he had already walked to college. So much so that he walked right by it…  
>It wasn't until Jack actually looked up and saw the 'Gronkle Pit Stop' sign did he realise his mistake.<p>

"Shit!"

Jack checked his phone. Five to Nine. He could make it if he ran.  
>The boy hightailed it back the way he came, cursing himself for not paying attention. And he told Hiccup that he wouldn't be late!<p>

Jack managed to get to the front doors of the college just as the Nine o'clock bell rang. Shit, he really was late. Jack pegged it to the Art department. It was in the A block, first floor. He took the steps two at a time, running to the third classroom on the right, barging through the door. Toothiana stared at his sudden entrance, smiling to herself once she realised who it was barging in.  
>The other girls in the room began giggling and Hiccup just folded his arms, stood at the front of the class, apparently talking to Toothiana. Jack doubled over, trying to get his breath back. "N-not… late," he panted. The girls giggled behind their hands as Hiccup raised an eyebrow, crossing his arms.<p>

Hiccup was wearing dark blue skinnies that showed off his legs and a white long sleeve dress shirt with a brown V-neck jumper over the top. He had a burgundy beanie on his head, his fringe tucked back in places so that Jack could see more of his face.  
>A nice bit of eye candy for the early morning.<p>

"Bell rang. It means you're late." Jack stared at him, trying the puppy dog look but he couldn't keep it up, wheezing again. "Cut me some slack," Jack moaned, making his way to the back desk, Hiccup following. "I ran all the way from Gobber's place."  
>"What were you doing at Gobber's place? Your house is in the complete opposite direction. Besides you were meant to be in Tutor. Did you miss that?"<br>Jack pulled a face, dumping his bag on his desk before muttering "Yeah. I sort of… accidently… walked past College."  
>Hiccup laughed unfolding his arms, sliding into his own seat. "Told you you'd be late."<p>

"Alright you two," Toothiana smiled, shutting the door. "So let's begin with…"  
>The Art class got underway and Jack didn't have much time to talk to Hiccup as Toothiana kept explaining things. She had loads of little hints and tips when choosing what media to use and when to use it and blah blah blah. Jack didn't need to listen in too much detail, knowing that she'd have a booklet or something to handout.<br>"And I have it all in here," she said, holding out her own little booklet.  
>Right on cue.<p>

Hiccup groaned. "You could have told us that before I wrote everything down." Toothiana laughed. "But then you wouldn't have been paying attention." Jack smiled. At least Toothiana knew what everyone was like.  
>They didn't do much work in Art. It was mainly listening to Toothiana explain the group assignment task that was starting the next week. She explained that they'd be working in threes. Jack knew how much trouble that would bring. He knew the girls were interested in him. Obviously he wasn't interested in them but he wasn't about to say anything and have Hiccup avoid him…<p>

Jack put his head in his hands. They had till Monday to get into threes.

Let the chaos begin.

Sure enough as soon as Toothiana said they could discuss it about half the class walked to the back in pairs, all wanting to ask Jack if he'd join them. Toothiana laughed, as if expecting the result, nipping out quickly to get more copies of her 'Handy Book.'  
>And Jack was left at the mercy of the ladies.<p>

One girl; Rebecca Deph, (nicknamed Red) walked straight up to him, pushing past the others and giving them a glare to make them stay back.  
>Jack didn't like the girl that much. She wasn't overly kind or nice. She was rude to Tooth and the others and seemed to be a daddy's girl who got everything she wanted.<p>

"So Jack," Red sang in an overly singsong way, sliding onto his desk. Jack grabbed his notes to move them so she wouldn't have to sit on them. It wasn't that he was being nice, it's just he didn't want he sweaty skin all over the paper. She was wearing a grey miniskirt, meaning when she perched herself on Jack's desk, it hitched up a little further and Jack was able to see the bottom of a curly spaghetti-writing tattoo that probably said her name or some heartbreak quote or dramatic quote about life.  
>Ugh.<p>

Red smiled sweetly at him, pressing her arms together so her boobs seemed bigger, her see-through top slipping down see he could see the tops of her bra. "We can work together on the project. I'll talk to the Teacher and maybe it can be just us two," she said, leaning closer so that her cleavage was almost in his face.

Jack hated girls like this.  
>Red leaned closer, her mouth by Jack's ear, her very obvious home-dyed red hair irritating the nape of his neck. "We can work on it at my place. Maybe start it today… My parents are always out so we can… get… some… privacy…."<br>As she said this, Red licked her lips, tapping Jack on the nose as she said the last three words. She was wearing way too much perfume and her mascara was caked on her eyelashes making it look like she was wearing tar. Her eyeshadow was uneven and her red lipstick was just screaming 'I'm trying too hard.'

Jack watched her sit up slowly, moving just the right (wrong depending on your point of view – and in Jacks' point of view it was wrong) way so that her cleavage was right in his face. Her top was low cut anyway so he was seeing a lot more skin than he wanted to.

"Hey Jack," he heard Hiccup say. Jack tried to look but Red's hair was in the way. "Shut up Geek," Red spat. "Can't you see we're talking here? Geez get a clue."  
>Hiccup mumbled an apology as Red turned back to smile at Jack. He noticed the lipstick on her teeth.<p>

"So? Do you want to be my partner?"

Ugh. Worst pun/pick up line ever.  
>Jack just smiled.<p>

"If I touch your boob with a pin will it pop?"

Red sat up sharply, confused at what Jack had said. "Huh?" He was able to see Hiccup laughing out the corner of his eye now that the girl had moved out of his personal space.  
>"Are they real? They don't look real. I bet they're implants."<p>

Red looked shocked. Jack smiled again, putting on his best impression of a bitchy girl.  
>"And honey, your roots are starting to show and you've got quite a few split-ends. You might want to get your hair redone." Red recoiled, standing up from the desk.<br>Jack stood up as well, his hip pointing out slightly, one hand resting there, the other on his lip like he saw most girls do. "Plus you're wearing way too much make up. That's not good for your skin honey. You'll get spots and black heads. Not good if you're trying to pick up a guy when you look FUG-LY." Jack emphasised on the last word, pointing at Red and shaking his head whilst trying not to laugh.

Everyone else in the room were laughing behind their hands, leaning on each other and not trying to be heard by Red who looked shocked and utterly embarrassed. "Wha-"  
>"Uhuh, I went there," Jack said nodding his head, feeling himself start to crack up. He couldn't hold it in any longer and began to laugh.<br>So did the other girls.

Hiccup made the most noise, dropping his head on the desk, laughing like crazy.

Red just fumed, barging past the girls that had gathered. She grabbed her bag and coat, storming out of the door just as Toothiana entered. "Where's she going? Class hasn't ended." Jack straightened up, smiling normally as every returned to their desks, stifling their laughter.  
>"She had phone call. It sounded important."<p>

Toothiana nodded but she still looked confused. "Okay. If you've already got your groups of three, then I need to write them down," she said, pulling out a pad. Some girls went up, having already decided. Others continued to talk to each other, some glancing Jack's way.

Jack wandered to Hiccup's desk, who was already putting his things away in his bag. "So? Do you want to be my partner?" Hiccup smiled, shaking his head slightly at Jack's bad impersonation of Red.  
>"Sure. But I hate to think the girls fighting over who else gets to pair up with you." Jack laughed.<p>

"We'll hold a tournament," he said loudly, turning around, his arms open to get the girls attention. "Twenty Four Tributes will compete against one another for the right to be the third member of our group. We'll call it 'The Jackson Games," the white-haired boy said. "Idiot," Hiccup muttered, standing up. "Let me guess. Winner gets a kiss as well," he asked, pulling his bag onto his shoulder.  
>"Maybe," Jack winked whilst grinning. He was aware of the shrill squeaks from the group of girls, some laughing at his antics.<p>

Hiccup just shook his head. "It's going to be all out war." Jack smiled. "They love me too much."  
>The freckled boy just gave him a look. "Come on then. I want to grab some food first before we go to yours. I accidently missed breakfast." Jack's stomach rumbled. "Me too."<br>He began to laugh, packing his own books away, just as Toothiana called for attention again.

"Remember, get into groups by Monday. If not I'll put you into groups."

Jack smiled. "Let the games begin."

* * *

><p>"Jack get off."<br>"Why? I'm comfortable."

"Well I'm not- H-hey where are you touching?"

"Hmm?"  
>"Jack what are you… No. Stop!"<p>

"Stop what?"

"JACK STOP!"  
>Hiccup started laughing, kicking out as he tried to pull himself away from Jack who had pinned him and was tickling him under the arms.<br>"Aha, so this is your weak spot," the white-haired boy laughed, moving his legs so that Hiccup couldn't kick out and accidently hurt either of them. "No Jack stop please!" Hiccup couldn't help but laugh, trying to push Jack away. But he wouldn't let up…

Ten minutes later the boys were sprawled on the floor, panting heavily and sweating. The tickling had escalated into a full out pillow war, with jack and Hiccup throwing pillows and hitting each other with them. Luckily the pillows hadn't exploded so there was no mess of feathers everywhere… "I could do with a drink," Jack laughed. "Nothing alcoholic," Hiccup agreed, laughing at his own little joke.  
>"Damn it," Jack pouted. "I was so looking forward to getting drunk." Hiccup gave him a look. "One, I have college tomorrow so no hangovers for me. Two, we're both seventeen so it's illegal." Jack just pouted again. "Party pooper."<p>

Hiccup threw his pillow at the boy, sitting himself ready to catch it as it flew back over.

"Right let's get drinks. Then it's Zombie movies. Make yourself comfy on the sofa. I'll grab some Coke." Hiccup nodded, cricking his neck as he did. "Don't add any vodka."  
>Jack laughed, fetching the drinks, popcorn and some sour sweets that he'd bought at the shops on the way home. Hiccup was already huddled on the sofa by the time Jack came back upstairs. He had his phone out and was going through something, scowling slightly. When he saw Jack looking he hid his phone, instead taking the snacks and putting them on the sofa.<br>Jack ignored it, and made his way over to the TV, flicking it on along with his Xbox One. He found the first Dead Walkers disc and put it in, waiting for the Blue-Ray screen to load. "Hey, do you mind dropping the blinds whilst I do this," he asked, looking over his shoulder. Hiccup nodded, doing as he asked.  
>Jack turned back to the TV. It lit up with the opening trailers. He skipped them, moving right to the disc menu.<p>

"This is going to be good," he said, shuffling back to sit on the sofa. "I haven't watched the first season in months. I'm on Season nine at the moment where Noah – you haven't met Noah yet, you meet him in the third season – gets bitten by a zombie dog-"  
>"Way to ruin the story Frosty," Hiccup laughed.<p>

Jack gave him a look. "You're really sticking with Frosty? Maybe I should start calling you freckles then." It was Hiccup's turn to pout. "Don't dis the freckles. Astrid says their cute."  
>"Yeah she's right." <em>Shit what was he saying? <em>Jack laughed again, trying to cover up his mistake.  
>Hiccup just huffed as if Jack was making fun of him again.<p>

Oh well. As long as he didn't pick up on anything.

"You gonna press play?"

* * *

><p>Twenty minutes into the first episode and Jack had nearly finished the sours. He stared at the bowl, not really wanting to eat the green ones – he didn't like them.<br>"Hey Hic do you want these?" he asked, turning to look.

Hiccup had his jumper up to his chin, his feet huddled next to him and his eyes wide as he watched Kiara's head get ripped off her shoulders. He looked scared, his knuckles white from where he was gripping his top so much.

Jack couldn't help but laugh to himself. If Hiccup hated Zombie movies so much, why was he watching them with Jack? Did Jack pressure him?  
>Suddenly Jack felt a little guilty. Maybe Hiccup had just gone with it because he hadn't given the boy any other option. He did seem shy when he first introduced himself so…<p>

Jack picked up the TV remote, clicking the pause button. Hiccup blinked several times before turning to Jack. "What's wrong?"  
>"You don't have to watch this if you don't want to."<br>"What?"

Jack rubbed the back of his head, staring at the paused screen of crappy visual effects of Kiara's headless body bleeding out. "You look seriously scared as if you're not enjoying this at all. I didn't meant to pressure you into watching this. Sorry."

"Seriously Frosty?"

Jack turned, seeing Hiccup facing him. "The purpose of a good horror flick is to _make you scared. _If this wasn't scaring the pants off me then, yeah maybe I wouldn't be enjoying myself. Besides, I read the reviews on the internet- hey I did my research," he said lifting his hands as if he was surrendering when Jack smiled.  
>"The storyline's good so I want to watch it."<p>

Jack laughed. It seemed like a Hiccup thing to do.  
>"Fine. Hey do you want these? I don't like the flavour," he said, passing the bowl of remaining sours as he clicked play. Hiccup took the bowl, eyes already trained on the TV screen.<p>

Jack slouched on his sofa, smiling to himself.  
>He had found himself a horror-loving friend.<p>

* * *

><p><em>Hey Guys, so what did you think?<br>__How many of you laughed at Jack's boob joke?  
><em>_And anyone like my little teaser of the tickle scene? How many of you thought they were doing the naughty? Hmmm?_

_[SO MANY QUESTIONS!]_

Apologies for any mistakes :)

_Anyway favourite/follow and leave a review or just a little comment on how you thought this chapter went. Do you like the Character roles? As in North for Jack's dad, Merida related to Hiccup, Toothiana as an Art Teacher. (I was going to put Bunnymund – you know because he paint's eggs and all – but I need him for a different role later on. Sssh sssh very hush hush :P)  
><em>

_I really like the feedback guys. It helps motivate me to write more chapters.  
><em>_Any questions just PM me :)_

_NOTE: By the way Red (Rebecca Deph) is meant to symbolise the Red Death… Just a heads up for you guys so you know who she is sort of representing. _


	3. The Art Project Trio

_Heya Guys_

_So, this Chapter is a bit different than the previous two because it is split up. Just read the titles (subtitles?) and it'll explain it :D_

_Enjoy_

* * *

><p><strong>The Other Side Of The Mirror <strong>

**Chapter Three Part 1: **The Art Project Trio

**Hiccup**

Hiccup stepped off of the morning bus, feeling a lot confident about turning up to college than he did the previous Monday.  
>Without even having to check his timetable, the freckled teen knew that his first lesson was Media. It was one of the lessons that he looked forward to the most. And so, with five minutes to the bell, he made his way over to the A block.<p>

Hiccup's ambition, as he revealed to Jack was that he wanted to go into animation or video production, including music videos among other things.  
>He hadn't really thought about it too much, but now he did, it was slightly odd that Jack was the first person Hiccup had ever told. Also, Jack being the first person Hiccup had told his future plans, all of which being within the first twenty minutes of learning his name…<p>

What Hiccup hadn't told Jack, was that he had already produced several music videos, although they were all for his own songs that he had written himself, on late nights after exhausting himself with video games with usually only a war mug of hot chocolate for company.  
>Hiccup couldn't really play an instrument well enough to class it as knowing how. He could hit the right notes on a piano and pluck the strings of a guitar but he wouldn't really call that knowing how to play one.<br>Instead, he knew how to read and write music.

The teen had downloaded some free trial demos on his laptop to compose his own works. It was something he kept secret from everyone.

Especially his Dad. Stoick wasn't into anything he classes as _girly, _or portrayed Hiccup as looking weak and…  
>Unmanly.<p>

Another reason why Hiccup would never tell his Dad that he ogled at the males rather than the females.  
>It was a shame, and slightly irritating on Hiccup's part, that Stoick liked Astrid. He made a point of telling Hiccup too. On a regular basis.<p>

Hiccup was too scared to tell his Father it could never work with the girl, and frankly, the boy was quite grateful when she moved to the next city over to attend an engineer's college for two years. Astrid wanted to spend her free the time usefully before she was eighteen. When she was old enough, she planned to enrol in the armed forces.  
>Astrid was good at fighting and shooting. Her old man owned an old shooting range which was used by adults and children alike. There was even a paintball obstacle route to one side.<br>Many a time Hiccup had played paintball with her after Astrid had convinced him it would be a good idea.

It was not.  
>Astrid was lethal.<p>

Going to the Army was a good plan for her. She would be able to use her skills effectively and do something to make a difference.

Hiccup was the opposite. He wasn't headstrong nor stubborn or quick to rush into the thick of it… Whatever the thick of it maybe.  
>No.<br>Hiccup was meek, quiet and shy. He kept to himself and his nose out of others people's business. Slowly though, he was finding his footing. He had earned a little respect in college among his peers, simply by his skill or his keen eye which could easily seek out a new angle…

Media was a prime example.

The first lesson had been skipped due to extended Tutor on the first day, the second mainly just introductions. The third lesson was a bit more interesting.  
>Phil, who taught it, went through the different tools and equipment they'd be using. Hiccup would be lying if he hadn't been excited at the prospect of the drawing tablets. And it wasn't that he didn't know how to use them either. He had one at home…<p>

Media related closely to Photography and Art as well as music, although it was more the techy side – rather than the actual performance – like lighting and the sound system and such. All in all it was a very interesting subject, meaning Hiccup was able to focus and pay attention.

When he wasn't being distracted by Jack that was.

Phil was good natured and quite easy to talk to, although it seemed he had little patience for Jack's rebellious antics, even when they weren't distracting the entire class. That being said, he never called Jack upon it and only gave him a warning glare when the paler skinned boy laughed a little too loud at something that wasn't as funny as his response would suggest.  
>That would quieten Jack for all of ten minutes before Phil's back would be turned and he'd be goofing off again, passing (more like throwing) notes to Hiccup, playing on his phone or making paper aeroplanes out of the handouts and sending them to dive bomb the front row.<br>Jack had pretty good aim actually.

Hiccup tried not to encourage him but it was hard when all he could do was laugh and try not to wonder what Jack might be like on three cans of energy drink and a packet of E numbers...  
>Jack had complained on more than one occasion that Hiccup was too much of a goody two shoes and needed to have a little fun with him, but after keeping his head down for so long, it was hard for the freckled teen to do anything <em>but<em> sit there and not contribute.  
>Well, he <em>did<em> pass the notes back when he was sure Phil's back was turned.

And he did reply to _one _text.

And so the hour lesson passed quickly.  
>Phil set homework to watch some random history documentary and write a quick 500 word paragraph describing the filming techniques that had been used, as well as naming when and whether or not they were effective. He also give Jack a warning about paying attention in class after catching him out twice with trick questions.<p>

"Man, it's a cool lesson and everything but I get bored reading off of handouts all the time," Jack complained after the pair decided to work on it together, Jack having little idea what the homework was after not listening. Again.  
>He and Hiccup made their way to their next lessons, chatting away about unimportant things. Hiccup had Photography back in A block whilst Jack had music in C block.<p>

"I'll meet you near the bus-stop at break," Jack said, running to catch up with his class who were also heading in that direction. A few called out to him patting him on the back as he joined the group, easily slipping into comfortable conversation as if he had been there since the beginning.  
>Hiccup watched him go for a second, a little jealous at how easily Jack could talk to people. He was jealous of Jack because he had friends.<p>

Or was he jealous of Jack's friends because they were _friends_ with Jack.

That meant Hiccup wasn't the only person that the white haired boy could talk to... like Jack was the only person Hiccup could talk to...

Hiccup found himself slightly upset at the realisation that Jack was his _only _friend.  
>It was then that his thoughts were rudely interrupted when he spotted Dagur with his gang of delinquents and decided quickly to take the long way to his next classroom, using a more crowded corridor.<p>

He missed the predatory stare sent his way.  
>He missed seeing a fiery red-haired girl walk up to Dagur and wrap her arms around his neck, whispering dark things into his ear with a malicious smile upon her lips, pressing them gently to the corner of his scowl.<br>He missed the girl's brother follow, his angular face tilted in amusement, his yellow eyes fixed on Hiccup's retreating figure, much like Dagur's still were...

* * *

><p>Photography was just as interesting as Media. Manny had brought in his camera collection and he was explaining all the different lenses and shutters, tripod and gadgets, explaining what they were best used for and such.<br>It was Art though that was the most interesting lesson of the day.

After a quick trip to the Tuck Shop with Jack, the pair headed to A block, deciding to sit in the classroom to wait until the lesson actually started. They had about twenty minutes to wait... Toothiana was out collecting resources for the lesson - more likely the dreaded project that both Hiccup and Jack forgot about. They were just happy to have some privacy for a while.

"… And he plays base guitar but Cloudjumper has his own style," Jack was saying, talking about the friends in his music class. "It's like finger-style - like what I play - but he sort of puts his own twist on it. I tried to get him to show me but I just couldn't figure it out."  
>Hiccup just nodded, not letting on what everything Frosty was saying was going straight over his head.<br>He was debating with himself to ask if Jack just wanted to go hang out with his other friends. He had been talking about them nonstop since he came back from Music and seemed really thrilled at the idea that Cloudjumper and Aster were in his music, Sport and were also on the football team. Hiccup didn't really want to ask, knowing that if Jack had the chance he'd probably want to hang out with someone a bit college than the freckled Geek right beside him, who was sharing a bag of sour pick-a-mix.

"We'll all have to meet up sometime. I'll have to check Aster's timetable as well and see when we're all free. If not then we'll just go to Gobber's for lunch. Hey we could do that today," Jack said excitedly, rabbiting away.  
>Hiccup laughed to himself, a sense of security washing over him. No, of course Jack wouldn't abandon him for his friends. He'd simply make Hiccup friends with everyone else...<p>

Hiccup was relaxed. Calm.  
>It was the first time in a long time he was talking naturally with someone, not having to be cautious by what he said, or reading into every one of Jack's responses to see if the boy was playing a trick on him, or something else just as spiteful…<p>

"If you have their mobile numbers, you can text them and we'll meet them at the front of college or the bus stop…" Hiccup trailed off at Jack's expression, his lips pressed against a sour pastel as if in two minds to eat it.. "I don't' have their numbers," he said slowly. "Well it doesn't matter. You've got sport after lunch with them both don't you? Just ask them tonight if they wanted to do lunch tomorrow and grab their numbers. Simple as that."

Hiccup lent his head against the desk and shut his eyes, letting out a slight sigh.  
>Jack noticed.<p>

"Something wrong?"  
>"What?" Hiccup opened his eyes, seeing Jack watching him. He looked a little concerned. Or was he scrunching his face up because of the sweets.<br>"Oh, it's nothing. Just a little tired that's all."  
>"Not enough sleep? I bet you stayed up watching Dead Walkers too late." Both of them laughed, considering Hiccup had been hooked by Jack's favourite Zombie TV series, so much so he hadn't slept Friday night so that he could catch up to the ninth season which was currently airing on TV.<p>

"No, it's not that," Hiccup said, sighing again. "It's just my dad. He's acting different all of a sudden. This past month he has suddenly become really busy at work and doesn't come home till eleven at least. And since last Monday he's out the door before I'm out of bed." The white-haired boy nodded. "I get what you mean. Some nights my dad doesn't even make it home back from his office. But I have Punzie to look after and talk to so I don't mind. Dad doesn't mean it but it's easier for him if he shacks up on his office couch."  
>"I've got Toothless so I'm not lonely… but I don't know." Hiccup shut his eyes.<p>

True it seemed Stoick was never home. Hiccup hadn't seen him since Saturday just before he did his paper round. The man hadn't even spoken to his son as he left the house in an angry manner, slamming the doors and violently driving away. He'd left an envelope of money and a note saying to go to Gobber's for food. Of course Gobber always fed Hiccup for free so there was no real reason for money…  
>Anything else Hiccup wanted he used either his paper round money and allowances, such as the bus fare...<p>

The bell rang indicating it was the end of break. Hiccup sat himself up, hoping not to show to anyone else that he wasn't in the best of moods. "Oh no," Jack groaned, covering his ears, hiding his head behind his bag, whining loudly. "I forgot we were meant to choose one of the girls as a partner for the art project."  
>Hiccup couldn't help but laugh as the white-haired boy sank lower in his chair, trying to hide as much of himself as possible as Toothiana entered, followed by the rest of the art class. "Kill me now."<br>"Hold off on the suicide just yet Frosty," Hiccup laughed, although he also wasn't up for whoever they were going to pair with. It probably meant that he would be ignored by the girl as she flirted with Jack continuously. Even though Jack said he hated it, he might enjoy flirting back. He did seem like a real ladies man.  
>And God was his smile a killer...<p>

"Okay, first things first," Tooth said from the front of the room. "I want names of all the groups. Anyone who's not in a group of three will be put into one by me."  
>Jack tried to hide more, much to Hiccup's amusement, giving him the good opportunity to poke him several times in the ribcage.<p>

The girls gave their groups, to which Tooth gave them a booklet, telling them to read between it to themselves and brainstorm their ideas. Hiccup was curious what the project was going to be. Tooth hadn't actually given any clues. After she had collected all the names, including Hiccups and Jacks, she began sorting through them.

"… and lastly, Hiccup and Jack. You're going to be a pair. Rebecca pulled out of Art last week so we're one less."

Jack's smile could not be bigger, but whether it was towards the fact that Red was no longer around or the fact that he didn't have to work with another girl… Hiccup was just happy he was not going to be ignored. He chose to be ignorant to the small part of his brain telling him how it was just him and Jack... working together… It might just give the pair a bit of privacy….

But happiness only lasts so long in Hiccup's small little world.

It was then that the Art room door burst open.  
>A girl was seemingly frogmarched in by some man in a suit who looked a bit too grumpy for Hiccup's liking. He looked important but irritating, the spectacles balanced on the brim of his nose, a bit too straight, his tie neatly pressed and no sign of lint nor dust on his navy blue suit.<p>

The girl in question seemed to be the obvious. Not primped and proper but quite rebellious. She was wearing a slightly baggy burgundy Tee, the words "Rebel against the System," paint splattered across the front. She had ripped shorts that were barely legal.  
>Any shorter and Hiccup was sure he would've been able to see her underwear, had it not been for the crimson and blue tartan boy's shirt tied around her waist to give her a half-skirt sort of look. The old satchel slung over her right shoulder was covered in pins and its own blood splatter design.<p>

It was then that the girl met Hiccup's gaze and in a split second of realisation Hiccup realised that college life was going to get a whole lot worse.

* * *

><p><strong>The Other Side Of The Mirror <strong>

**Chapter Three Part 2: **The Joys of Friendship

**Jack**

What a relief! Jack couldn't help but give himself a slight, and well-awarded, fist pump at the fact that Red was no longer in the same Art class – if she was still in college at all (Jack didn't really care). He didn't feel remotely responsible. Someone was bound to embarrass her at some point and to be honest, she did need putting in her place. He was actually quite impressed he managed to do it himself.

The snow-haired boy wasn't _at all_ thinking about how now it would just be him and Hiccup. Maybe, hopefully, one of his many fantasies would play out, where he and the freckled teen would be working late at night, laid out on the floor as they talked over a display of different sketches or paintings, trying to see what would work best where…  
>Hiccup would stand up, trying to get to his phone which was ringing, but he'd trip and somehow, he'd land on top of Jack. Hiccup would try to pull away flustered… Jack would smile, his eyes screaming a silent invitation over and over…<p>

The closeness wouldn't be awkward at all….  
>Instead it would be comfortable…<p>

Hiccup would blush, his freckles less prominent, his cheeks heated as Jack would place one hand on Hiccup's head, his fingers twisting themselves into his brunette locks…

Gently, ever so sweetly…. Jack would smile again…  
>Hiccup would smile with him, slowly leaning in…. His sweet breath against Jack's moist lips… almost touching….<p>

Almost….

Something banged loudly, rudely jerking Jack from his day dream. He had been pretending to listen to Hiccup talk about the project.  
>But now the boy was staring at the classroom door.<p>

There was a pompously dressed man stood with one hand on a girl's shoulder. Jack stared at the girl. Her hair was a serious orange colour, unclear whether it was dyed or natural. She had pale skin like Hiccup, the same freckles under her eyes, although Hiccup's were cuter…  
>She had greenish brown eyes which sparkled with a mischievousness that Jack often saw in himself. Her fingers were twitching slightly, pulling at the strands of her satchel bag, biting her lip whilst she stared everyone down, and tried to figure them out in the few seconds she glanced at them.<p>

The girl's eyes landed on Jack and narrowed ever so slightly before burning with a light that Jack couldn't quite figure out.

Then she noticed the teen to Jack's left.

"HICCUP!"

The girl ripped away from the man, breaking his grip on her shoulder as he tore across the classroom, unaware, or just not concerned of the shock that she caused at her sudden screech.  
>Hiccup stood up just in time for the girl to tackle into him, almost knocking him flying as she wrapped her hands around his chest and <em>squeezed.<br>_Hiccup's face was a bright purple, spluttering for breath as well as an understanding.

Jack was just watching, a little too shocked to even process what was going on.

Out of the corner of his eyes he noticed Toothiana talking with the suited man.

"W-what are you doing here?" Hiccup demanded after wrestling himself out of the newcomer's grip, sounding confused although he was smiling.  
>Practically beaming.<p>

"I came back home," the girl beamed, a slight accent to her words as she took a step back, letting herself take in the view of the boy she had just been hugging/crushing to death.  
>Jack tried to concentrate on what they were saying, but his head was getting a bit crowded with his own thoughts.<p>

Hiccup knew this girl. They seemed friendly.  
><em>Really friendly.<em>

The smile on the teen's face was enough to say that whoever it was, he was glad to see her again. The girls' hand rubbed down Hiccup's arms, taking his hands in his own, unconsciously swinging them from side to side as she smiled again. Hiccup was still trying to understand why the girl was here and not wherever she should be.  
>And why she was here… and <em>not<em> where she should be.

"But you just left," he argued, shaking his head as he tried to make sense of it. "It's only been a month and you're already back? Did you not like it up there? Have all of you come home?" Hiccup was almost talking as fast as the girl, unaware that now everyone in the room was watching the little exchange.  
>"I managed to get Mom and Dad to agree it was better if I came home. I managed to wrangle it with Mei-Lin so that I could stay with her and her brother. Seeing that her parents are travelling around they have spare rooms in the first place. Besides, Mum said it might give me that chance to be more mature."<p>

Hiccup snorted and began giggling as if there could be nothing funnier than this girl being mature and responsible.  
>Jack couldn't help but smile at how cute he was being.<p>

"So what exactly did you say to get your mum to change her mind?" Hiccup sounded amused.

Jack felt something tighten in his chest, but he wasn't quite sure what…

"I told her it was a pain to move," the girl explained, still swinging Hiccup's hands back and forth. _Seriously?  
><em>"Especially if I have to go to a new college and have to make new friends as well as learn new stuff all whilst trying to move into the new house." She smiled again and Hiccup pulled her in for another hug. "I missed you so much!"  
>"Dummy. It has only been a month."<p>

The thing in Jack's chest tightened. He felt something inside him squirm; a serpent wrapping itself around his heart, constricting slowly.  
>This feeling was jealously.<p>

Jack was _jealous _of this girl.

_She_ caused him to smile that million dollar smile.  
><em>She<em> was the reason his eyes were lit up like lights on a Christmas tree, the slight blush on his nose from whatever thoughts were going through his head.

Suddenly Hiccup blushed a deeper shade of pink and Jack cursed internally. He would rather take Red's obnoxious flirting and rudeness to the fact that _his _Hiccup was going googly eyes over some ginger menace.

The frost boy was used to Hiccup not really having anyone else to talk to….  
>Hiccup knew this girl… and they were close. But how close?<p>

"So Mei-Lin is putting up with you? For how long? Does that mean you're going to get your own place with Angus or-"  
>"Well I'm not quite sure," Ginger said, (nicknamed so politely by Jack). "I think Angus want's to focus on college for now. Besides I don't blame him. He took this equestrian course at Zippleback University…"<p>

Everything that was head went over Jack's head and out the window. He wasn't paying attention in the first place, still glaring a little too obviously at the pair's entwined fingers.

"So does that mean you're attending Berk Academy then?" The girl's smile widened; revealing a slight gap between her front two teeth. "Yeah. I managed to apply even though I've missed the induction. I was lucky apparently."  
>The girl shrugged but Hiccup continued to ask her questions. And why was he <em>still holding her hands? <em>

Jack was getting a bit annoyed.  
>Why was Hiccup giving this girl all the attention? Wasn't he going to introduce the two of them at least? He'd at least like to know the name of the girl latching all over <em>his <em>Hiccup.  
>And seriously.<br>She didn't need to look at him with puppy-love eyes like that.

But…

Hiccup was looking at her with the same expression.

Was this Hiccup's girlfriend?  
>Not that Hiccup had ever said anything about having a girlfriend.<br>But then again, he never said that he hadn't got himself a girlfriend.

That subject was somehow avoided. Then again Jack usually chose to avoid the _"I think guys are hotter than girls" _conversation.

So maybe this girl was Hiccup's crush. That Astrid girl that he mentioned…  
>And from the way it looked, it seemed the girl liked him too…<p>

The fact that Hiccup was straight was slammed right in Jack's face like a badly made snowball. His fantasies seemed like torture to him now.  
>As if <em>they <em>would ever happen.

Toothiana spoke up, the suited man seemingly left, although how long was undetermined by Jack who had better things to brood over.  
>Like why his crush was still madly blushing at Ginger who <em>STILL HAD HOLD OF HIS BLOODY HANDS! <em>

"Class. I'd like to introduce Merida Dunbroch. She'll be joining our class, now that we have an extra space since Rebecca left."  
>Oh, so <em>not<em> Astrid.

The girl, Merida, turned back and smiled at the class. "Hi." And then turned back to Hiccup as if no one else was that important to pay much attention to...

Jack was trying to figure out in which context Hiccup had mentioned her name. He knew she had… the name was familiar enough.  
>So it must be…<p>

Jack drew up a blank, his mind just twisting the same words over and over.  
>L<em>over.<br>Girlfriend.  
>Crush.<br>Love-interest.  
>Partner.<br>Sweetheart.  
>Date.<br>Significant other.  
>Admirer.<br>Companion.  
>Darling.<br>Beloved.  
><em>_Truelove.  
>Valentine.<br>Courter_…

None of the above made Jack particularly happy.

Then again, if Hiccup had told him about a crush or a girlfriend, Jack would definitely remember.  
>Why would he forget Hiccup smacking him in the face with the fact that he was straight?<p>

But then again, Hiccup hadn't said that either…  
>Not that being gay would come up in everyday conversation. Jack hadn't exactly said it either…<p>

Suddenly, a hopeful little bubble bloomed in Jack's mind. Maybe he was Bi. That would at least give Jack half a chance…

And there goes Jack's head, wishful thinking and away with the fairies.

Jack cursed himself, only half paying attention to Tooth who was telling the class something about the ginger who was _still holding onto Hiccup's hands.  
><em>Just let go already!

Merida must've seen Jack glaring because she fixed him with a filthy look. Jack matched it and the two had a silent war in the two minutes Toothiana spent talking about things Jack didn't bother to pay attention to. If it was important, Hiccup would tell him later...  
>At the turn of Hiccup's head, Jack looked down, pretending to write something on the paper, trying not to show that he had complete distaste of his girlfriend. That words left a bitter taste in Jack's mouth.<br>He kept him occupied by doodling, not really sure what his pencil was marking out but suddenly he found several intricate snowflakes decorating the page of Hiccup's neat handwriting , looping and curving all over the place. It was definitely Hiccup's hand. No other guy could write so girly and make it seem cute.

The white haired boy rubbed his forehead, trying to keep it focused, returning to his snowflake patterns. Things were getting complicated (the snowflake drawings as well as Jack's overcrowded head).

"Frosty are you even listening?" Jack raised his head, partially aware of his nickname being called gently. Not that he'd actually acknowledge being called that by anyone other than…  
>Hiccup was leaning against the desk, returned to his seat, picking up his pen as if ready to continue. Almost as if there had been no distraction…<p>

But no. Merida was stood over them, her hands on her hips, her head tilted to one side as she scowled at Jack.  
>Hiccup was completely unaware.<p>

Jack looked around confused, realising that everyone else had their heads huddled together, supposedly talking or busy working. Toothiana was now sat at her desk, mumbling away to herself as she picked up a wad of paper and stared at it with an angry scowl….

"Hah, I knew it."  
>"Knew what?" Hiccup giggled. "You weren't listening to what I said at all were you?" Jack shrugged sheepishly, rubbing his head once more as he dropped his pencil.<br>"What's wrong?" Hiccup leant closer, tilting his head ever so slightly. "Jack?"  
>"Nothing," the boy with the white haired replied, aware of Ginger's glare. "Think I got a headache starting or something."<br>"Bet it was too many sweets."  
>"Was not."<p>

And Jack felt the rhythm returning. Now if only Merida would vanish… but no such luck came when the girl pulled up a spare chair and sat beside Hiccup, leaning a little too close for Jack's liking. "I said Merida's going to join our pair. We're the only ones that aren't already in a group of three anyway so… Hey seriously. What's up with you?" Hiccup didn't seem to want to drop whatever he had noticed on Jack's face.

Frosty tried to wave it off. "Nothing. Like I said, just a headache or something." Jack rubbed his face again, not bothering to attempt another weak and feeble smile.  
>Something cold touched his face. Jack opened his eyes to see Hiccup's water bottle pressed against his forehead.<p>

"Drink it," freckles instructed, pulling the notes and snowflake doodles closer so he could show Merida what was on the paper. Jack did as he was told, his heart doing some weird _thumpity thump _when he thought the words '_indirect kiss'…_  
>Jack handed the bottle back after a good few chugs. It was then that Hiccup took a swig and Jack's heart did another <em>thumpity thump. <em>

Seriously, if he kept this up he wouldn't be able to keep his feelings hidden for much longer. He was probably being too obvious. Merida seemed to notice something anyway.

"So…. Merida." Jack tried to keep his voice calm but it was taking a lot of effort.  
>"Odd time to start college." Hiccup snorted again, and Jack knew that he (or Toothiana) had explained the question he had just asked about but, as usual, Jack hadn't been listening.<p>

The girl smiled. But it didn't reach her eyes. "I actually transferred down from Scotland. Sorry, but I didn't get your name."  
>Jack felt his façade drop slightly. Her tone was tinted with something dangerous.<br>Jack was starting to understand the look that she gave him earlier.

A warning.

And a challenge.

"Sorry, but my name is privileged for friends," Frosty smiled, making sure his tone covered the insult. "You can just call me your Highness instead."  
>"Stop being a dick," Hiccup laughed, oblivious to Jack and Merida's silent fight. Jack sniggered to himself. <em>If looks could kill… <em>

"Merida this is Jack, my best friend. Jack, this is Merida; my sister."

Jack felt his cheeks blush slightly. Then his chest rose. Hiccup had just called him his _best friend_.  
>And Merida… Jack smiled warmly, feeling his body relax at the tenseness that had been there. "Nice to meet you," he said, all ill-content no longer in his voice.<p>

Besides, Merida was no longer a threat. She was Hiccup's sister. Actually his cousin (Jack remembered now) so there was no way the two would ever _be _something.

_Doesn't mean another girl won't, _his head told him.

_Shut up. Let me have my moment, _Jack scolded.

* * *

><p><em>So Jack get's a little protective... Hope you enjoyed it. And yeah so I pulled Merida into the story. Now I just have to give Punzie a bigger role other than Jack's personal cupid and wardrobe designer...<em>

_Also, Mei-Lin is sort of meant to be Meatlug, (sorry if that was hard to see)_

_Remember to review or comment - it motivates me to get Chapters out faster and I lover listening to your feedback._

_Keep it coming with the love xxx_


	4. The Past Comes Back To Haunt Me

_Hey Guys.  
>So i read this. And re-read it and re-read it so may times that I still am not sure where my brain was in a few places. But I'm just going to upload it anyway. I'll be editing and updating it later when i realise i've missed something out or i start contradicting myself. We'll see...<br>_

* * *

><p><strong>The Other Side Of The Mirror<strong>

**Chapter Four:** The Past Comes Back To Haunt Me

**Hiccup**

Jack looked off. Hiccup couldn't quite tell what was bothering the usually hyper boy, but it was clear to him that the usual mischievous smile wasn't there, and his eyes weren't twinkling with that special something the teen liked to watch when Jack wasn't looking…  
>But now he wasn't even paying attention to Toothiana at all, his pen tracing spiral patterns all over the pair's notes…<p>

"So Merida is going to join our group and… Hey?" Hiccup was seemingly ignored. Not thinking anything of it, Hiccup slid back into his seat and shuffled it closer to Jack's desk, where they had been sat moments before, heads together trying to make sense of the project notes… "Frosty are you even listening to me?"  
>On hearing his nickname, Jack raised his head slowly, his eyes lingering on the delicate snowflake pattern…. Merida stepped closer, her usual intimidating look plastered across her face. Hiccup knew she wasn't being serious but if she didn't cut it out soon, Jack might get the wrong impression. Hiccup really hoped the two would get along…<p>

The snow-haired boy didn't seem fussed. He was just giving everyone a blank stare as if he had no idea what was going on. Hiccup just smirked. "Hah, I knew it."  
>"Knew what?" Hiccup couldn't help but giggle to himself, immediately regretting doing so in front of Merida. "You weren't listening to what I said at all were you?" The boy shrugged, his eyes returning to the paper. He scowled again. And why was he flushing? "What's wrong?" Hiccup leant closer, dropping his voice. He knew how irritating teachers can be if they think you're ill. To the nurse, home from college when all you need is a painkiller and a cup of coffee…<p>

"Jack?"  
>"Nothing," the boy replied curtly. Hiccup blinked, not having expected that response. "Think I got a headache starting or something." Maybe Jack didn't like people knowing when he was down, knowing the bother it would cause. Hiccup tried to sidestep it, making a joke instead. "Bet it was too many sweets."<br>"Was not."  
>"No, maybe it was the energy drinks as well."<br>"Was not."

The banter was broken up by the sounds of Merida pulling up her chair. She sat herself down noisily, dumping her bag next to Hiccup's. "I said Merida's going to join our pair," Hiccup said, repeating himself for the boy who hadn't been listening. Hiccup wasn't even sure if he was listening.  
>"We're the only ones…" He still had his head down, his eyes closed... "That aren't already in a group…" Did he look in pain…? "Of three anyway so…" Or was Hiccup imagining it…?<p>

"Hey seriously. What's up with you?" Frosty attempted to smile and tried to wave it off. "Nothing. Like I said, just a headache or something." He rubbed his face, only just covering his tired expression. Maybe he did have a bad headache. Hiccup hadn't seen him look so deflated, before.  
>Hiccup sighed to himself glancing at Merida. She looked a little concerned, shrugging her shoulders to the teen. Even if Merida didn't know Jack, it was clear to see that she could tell something was up.<p>

Hiccup reached into his bag, pulling out his water bottle. Hopefully Jack wouldn't mind… The freckled teen pushed it against his friend's forehead. There was a look of relief on Jack's face before he opened his eyes. "Drink it," Hiccup said, trying to put a little authority into his voice. Not that Jack listened to anyone with authority… Hiccup knew Jack would want his space, pulling the notes closer to him so he could start explaining them to Merida. "So this is the basic idea that we came up with… You had to pick a subject from the list…" Hiccup glanced over to Jack, trying to make it seem like he was. If Jack didn't want him to worry then he wasn't going to make a big fuss….

Jack's face flushed a little. Maybe he was coming down with a fever… Hiccup took the bottle back after Jack had downed nearly half of it. A sly thought of indirect kiss snuck into his brain and he couldn't help but drink the water, his lips touching where Jack's had moments before. It seemed the drink helped. After he was finished, Jack made an attempt to talk to Merida. It wasn't like she had scared him, Hiccup could tell, but there was already something between them. A rift. Or something else…

"So…. Merida. Odd time to start college." Hiccup couldn't help but snigger, trying not to choke on his mouthful. Of course, Jack hadn't heard Toothiana's explanation. He had been too busy doodling. He ignored Hiccup's short little outburst, waiting for the ginger girl to reply. "I actually transferred down from Scotland," Merida said, smiling. She was doing that weird thing with her fingers when she was annoyed or anxious. "Sorry, but I didn't get your name."  
>There was the usual cockiness in her voice but Jack didn't seem to be fazed. "Sorry, but my name is privileged for friends," Frosty smiled. "You can just call me 'your Highness' instead."<br>"Stop being a dick," Hiccup laughed, putting his bottle away. "Merida this is Jack, my best friend. Jack, this is Merida; my sister." That should shut them up.

Merida gave Hiccup puzzling look. There was something in her expression that said she didn't believe him but the girl never said anything. Jack just blushed. Bet he thought that Merida was my girlfriend or something, Hiccup thought to himself. I'd much rather date Jack though… "So this is the infamous Jack I've heard nothing about," Merida hissed, leaning forward in her chair to rest her chin on her folded fingers.  
>Hiccup's cheeks grew warm. Shit. Merida would figure out that Hiccup likes Jack, especially from the way he was acting. Merida knew Hiccup too well…<p>

"Hey I've been busy," Hiccup argued, trying to avoid making the situation awkward. "Besides, I haven't spoken to Astrid either so it's not personal. Don't be annoyed with me."  
>"Busy with what?" Merida pressed, her mischievous tone dropped low. "Stuff," Hiccup said quickly, stumbling slightly on his words. "Busy stuff, important stuff… that needs doing… sort of stuff."<br>Jack sniggered. "You mean Dead Walkers?" Hiccup fixed him with a deadpan look. "Thanks for having my back, dude."

"Anytime. Dude." Jack just smiled, his eyes twinkling. Hiccup felt his heart do a flip.  
><em>Don't be so damn obviou<em>s, he told himself.

Immediately, Hiccup began to faff about, picking up his pen then pencil, scrambling for something to do. He could feel his cheeks blush under Jack's gaze. Jack's gaze… "What? You actually managed to get him to watch Dead Walkers?" Merida questioned, genuinely gobsmacked. Jack grinned. "I love it. Hiccup came round the other week to watch the first episode and he was hooked." The teen just nodded, not mentioning that the only reason he gave it a chance was because he wanted any reason to spend more time with Jack. Not like that wasn't creepy or anything.  
>"How is that even possible," Merida asked, unconsciously moving closer in her chair. "Hiccup is shit-scared of Zombies or anything remotely horror. Me and Astrid couldn't even go out on Halloween after the time when-" Hiccup clamped his hand over Merida's mouth, putting an end to that discussion. He was definitely not going to go there….<br>"Oh no," Jack smiled, making Hiccup's stomach drop. "This is just getting interesting."

And so, with a lot of protest from Hiccup who was easily ignored, Merida told Jack almost every single embarrassing story she could think of, including the time that Hiccup scared himself on Halloween by some particularly gruesome trick-or-treaters that he actually wet his pants. "I was seven!" Hiccup groaned his cheeks bright red and burning with embarrassment. "One of the Gargoyles grabbed me and tried to drag me out the house! Of course you would be scared as well." Jack was laughing behind his hand, Merida tears in her eyes from recalling that memorable night. "So you are scared of horror then. Does that mean when we were actually watching the movie and you looked like you were going to cry, you actually weren't enjoying it?" Hiccup felt his chest tighten. Shit, he was making Jack feel bad again…

"No. Okay yes at first," Hiccup admitted. "I hate horror stuff and zombies especially, they give me the creeps. But I sort of got into it and you know when you watch something and you're like 'I need to know what happens next!" Hiccup could feel himself beginning to stumble in his words. "Hey, you said that it'd be fun and I went along with it. Besides, you got me addicted to Dead Walkers so it's not all that bad," he said smiling, trying not to look like an idiot and remember what point he was trying to make. Hiccup gave up and dropped his head into his hands. Well if it wasn't obvious now, then Jack was a complete idiot for not noticing Hiccup pining for him.

Merida noticed. Hiccup could tell from her slightly shocked expression, the subtle blush on her cheeks and the fan girl stare… Merida grinned and Hiccup felt fear for his life. "Oh, this is going to be fun!"

* * *

><p>"Mer, you can't say a thing! Jack is straight and he's my first proper friend!" Merida laughed, her eyes shining mischievously as if no matter how much Hiccup begged, she was going to screw it up for him. "Mer please! I don't want to ruin this."<br>Hiccup and Merida were sat under the bottom steps in a stairwell on the other side of college, hiding from Jack who they had run away from as soon as the bell had rung. Actually Merida ran, dragging Hiccup along with her, who had left his things in the classroom, as well as a bewildered Jack who was too shocked to follow in time.  
>That seemed to be the plan at least, as Merida immediately began to quiz Hiccup everything on Jack, and why Hiccup hadn't told her that he'd found himself a crush. Hiccup explained that the reason he didn't tell her was because she would act like this, Astrid as well. The two of them were a bit protective of him. Hiccup was a little worried that Merida would try and guard him from Jack, or ruin their relationship, but he knew better than that. Well, at least he hoped he did. Merida could get a bit spiteful and sometimes she didn't think before she spoke…Maybe it was better if Hiccup played it off as a phase…<p>

"Fine," Merida said, although her tone didn't suggest she'd drop it. She was absolutely dying to continue pestering him about it, but a quick buzz from Hiccup's pocket stopped her short.

[Received: Monday 13:22 | Sender: Jack]  
><em>Hey you guys just completely disappeared on me. <em>  
><em>Anyways, I have your bag as ransom so you have to come and get it. I am heading over to Gobber's like usual. We're meeting Aster and Cloudjumper there as well so you better hurry up. <em>  
><em>Tell Ginger she can come too. <em>

"Who is it?" Merida asked, snatching the phone off of the freckled teen, too quick for him to hide it and babble out some excuse about his dad or a network reminder. "Ginger!" Merida stared at the phone, unconsciously, rolling her sleeves up. "Oh, snowflake is so gonna get it." She stood up, marching out from under the stairwell, and in the direction of the exit, a scurrying Hiccup in tow.  
>"Merida, can't you be nice to him. He's really cool to hang out with and besides, you're a Dead Walkers fan too. That's one thing in common." Merida pretended to ignore him, still muttering insults and threats under her breath but Hiccup knew better. "Just play nice." Merida huffed to herself, glaring straight ahead as the two left campus and made for Gobber's diner.<p>

"So who's Aster and Cloud-something?" Merida asked eventually, getting tired out of her angry façade. "They're on the football team. I met them last week and they're pretty cool," Hiccup said, happy to have a conversation rather than walk in awkward silence. "I was expecting idiots with only soccer and girls in their heads but they're pretty down to earth. Cloudjumper plays guitar and wants to be in a band when he's older. He was telling me all about it..."  
>Hiccup didn't realise how excited he sounded as he began to babble on, unaware of Merida's all-knowing smile. "He's really tall and wants a tattoo. Aster said he'd do it for him. <em>He<em> works part time at a tattoo artist shop. He's really good at drawing and stuff but his parents are lawyers and want him to do the same. I really like his tattoos though. They're Aztec tribal type ones he did himself. Jack made fun of him though and said it looks like a kangaroo Bunny. The two really have a weird relationship. They're laughing and joking one minute, then fighting, and then joking again. I can't tell if they actually like each other or not."

Hiccup laughed to himself. He'd met the two last Thursday, when they all went to Gobber's for lunch. It seemed to be coming as something or a tradition, for Hiccup and Jack at least. The four had then wondered towards town, jumping in music stores, game stores and such. Hiccup hadn't really done it before and was pleased to have made some new friends. He got on really well with Cloudjumper, and the two seemed to be able to talk easily together. Hiccup knew somewhere deep down that Cloud would make a decent boyfriend, but he felt like that was betraying Jack with those feelings…  
>It was a weird train of thought but it still made Hiccup feel guilty…<p>

When the two got to the diner, Merida ran straight up to Gobber and nearly rugby tackled him to the floor. A lot of laughter ensued and Hiccup had the pleasure of introducing his "sister" to the others. Aster kept making cracks about knowing Hiccup couldn't get someone like her as his girlfriend, which made Hiccup a little nervous because in all honesty it was correct.  
>"Lay off of him," Cloudjumper said, shunting the boy with his arm, sitting himself beside Hiccup in the Diner booth. "He's just showing off. Happens every time a girl comes within three feet of him," he said, as they watched Aster and Jack get into a friendly debate over something about eggs and snow fights.<p>

"Random," Hiccup commented. The five were trying to decide whether they should go and do something after third period, (as everyone had a free track) when the freckled teen felt uneasy. He couldn't help but look over his shoulder, trying to find out why, when his eyes landed on the booth at the far end of the diner.

There were four sat around the table; three boys, one girl. She had flaming red hair, jeans too skinny for her plump figure and a low cut top that screamed porn-star wannabe.  
>The boy sat next to her was oddly similar. The same pale grey-tinted skin and piercing yellow eyes, although this character had angular features and a manner to him that Hiccup couldn't help but shudder at. The boy in the corner was by far the noticeable, with a large scar down one side of his face. But the boy that scared Hiccup the most was the one sat closest, the one staring at him.<p>

Dagur.

The boy smiled, lifted his wrist, flashing his watch. Slowly and deliberately, he tapped on the face twice. Hiccup glanced to the clock above the bar. It was quarter to two.

Dagur wanted… at two…

Hiccup frowned to himself, turning back to the others. They hadn't noticed the change in the boy, nor the exchange with the black clothed delinquents at the other end of the room. But Hiccup couldn't just ignore them. Something was telling him to turn around. Something…

Hiccup couldn't play it off any longer. He glanced up, and regretted it immediately. It wasn't just Dagur staring at him now. The others were as well, as wearing hungry expressions that Hiccup knew all too well. Dagur moved his hand again, tapping the watch on his wrist twice…

"Sorry guys," Hiccup said turning back to the table, his eyes fixed on his untouched milkshake. His hand fumbled for his phone in his pocket, flashing it quickly, as if he had been on it. "Something's happened. I've got to go."  
>"Hiccup what's wrong?" Jack stood up when Hiccup did, grabbing his jacket in an attempt to stop him. "Just something at home. I need to go," Hiccup said quickly, shrugging Jack's hand off. "Is it your dad-"<p>

"I'll see you Monday." Hiccup hurried out of the restaurant as quick as he could, not daring to make eye contact with anyone. "Hiccup!" But the boy didn't hear, his feet already taking him across the road…  
>"Hiccup wait!" The boy was pulled from horrid memories by a hand on his shoulder. He was pushed to turn, coming face to face with… Merida.<p>

Hiccup couldn't help but feel disappointed, but at the same time, grateful. He knew how to deal with Merida – how to get her to leave him alone…. "What happened?" she asked, grabbing his hand so he couldn't walk off. "You were all for coming to the arcade a second ago-"

"Dagur's in college."

"What?" Merida shook her head, replaying the message over and over in her head. "What do you mean? He went over to his dad's last term-"  
>"No he didn't," Hiccup said, shoving his hands in his jacket pocket. He couldn't help but glance to the diner window. He could see Jack and the others watching and immediately felt embarrassed. "He's at Berk Academy. And I'm trying to avoid him before he starts up what happened back in school."<p>

Merida crossed her arms, glancing back to the Diner as well. "Can't you just tell the others your-"  
>"That I'm what? Being bullied for gay?" Hiccup scoffed to himself, glaring at his feet. "Yeah, I didn't want to be friends with them any longer, so I'll just go tell them I'm a faggot and they can ditch me. That'll make it all better."<p>

Merida hesitated, a little lost for words at Hiccup's sudden outburst.  
>"Sorry," he said, loosing all ferocity from his voice. "I'm going to deal with it myself. Then I won't bother Jack or the others and neither will Dagur. You know what he'll do if I don't sort this out." Hiccup looked up, fixing Merida in the eye. "Mer, trust me. This will be different from last time."<br>It took her a while, but eventually Merida agreed. She let go of Hiccup's wrist, but grappled him into a hug first.

"If anything happens, you know I'll beat that bitch into the ground. I'll call Astrid and she'll come home to teach him a lesson as well."

Hiccup nodded, returning the hug. He couldn't help but glance at his phone. Five to… "Don't tell the others anything. I'll see you Monday." Merida nodded, crossing the road and disappearing back into the diner. Hiccup didn't waste any more time and began to march off down the road.

Hiccup reached the end of the road. But instead of taking a left to the bus stop and towards home… Hiccup took the right street. He walked by himself, his hands in his pockets his eyes on the ground. With every step he took he couldn't help but berate himself, insult himself for being such a coward… Hiccup kept walking, past streets, down roads and back alleys… until he came to a house he knew all too well.

Hiccup walked up to the front door, ringing the doorbell before stepping back, his body shaking…  
>But all he felt was anger when the door opened.<p>

"You're late, Toothpick."

* * *

><p><em>Dun dun dun.<em>

_I seriously didn't plan this chapter at all. I was planning to go in a completely different direction with more Hiccup and Jack moments but this sort of seems to fit. (To me at least)_

_Hopefully I won't make you wait long for the next Chapter. _


	5. Sister's Advice

_Hi Guys_

_My deepest apologies it has taken me this long just to get here but... _

_Finally. Finally h__ere it is!_

* * *

><p><strong>The Other Side Of The Mirror<strong>

**Chapter Five Part 1: **Sister's Advice

**Jack**

Jack stared at his bedroom ceiling. He was bored. He'd already tried playing his guitar, and his Xbox games, and tried watching more Dead Walker episodes but he just wasn't in the mood.  
>Hiccup had sent him a text, apologising for leaving early and that he'd make it up to him. Jack had sent one back saying to meet up Saturday, after the boys paper-round. Now he was waiting for his phone to receive a reply text. Even something as small as an emoji…<p>

"Dad says dinner is ready," Punzie sang, knocking on his door.  
>"I'll be down in a sec," Jack mumbled, rolling over to check if he had turned his phone on silent or if it had run out of batteries…<p>

Nope.  
>Just no text.<p>

Jack heard Punzie sigh, and the all too familiar sounds of her footsteps approaching. The bed sank a little as she perched herself on the edge, laying across Jack's body like she always did. Only this time, Jack wasn't in the mood. He shrugged her off and sat up.

"Punzie…"  
>"It's about him isn't it?"<br>Jack nodded. He could never hide anything from her. "I don't know if I've said something, or if I did something but I feel like he's avoiding me." Jack looked to his younger sister. She helped him before. She seemed to have a knack for knowing about things like this, and what to do next… "I don't think it's something you've done," Punzie said, nudging Jack on the arm. "You're always cautious about what you say and who you say it too."  
>But Jack wasn't convinced. He just stared at his phone. Hiccup had never gone this long before texting him.<p>

Maybe he _had _said something. Or maybe it was something he _hadn't _said…  
>"What you need to do is find more common ground," Punzie said. "More reasons to meet and hang out. You both like Dead Walkers, you have Art together. Same college, same interests but you need another excuse to meet up and not just because you want to hang out. You're on the Football team. Why don't you get him to join?"<br>"Hiccup doing football? He wouldn't go for that," Jack sighed. "I think being a cheerleader would suit him more." Punzie raised an eye brow but said nothing. "So it's a no for football then." Jack shook his head slowly. "I don't' know. I could always ask, but I doubt he'd go for it." The boy seemed really put out.

"Well, keep thinking," Punzie said, pushing herself off the bed, as Jack flicked on his phone again. The screen was blank, but Jack had been expecting that.

_If you can't do Saturday, then I'll see you in college on Monday. This time, you're not allowed to be late, _Jack wrote, sending the text. He put the thing on charge before leaving his room and heading downstairs for dinner.

For the first time in forever, Jack hated how long the weekend was. He passed the dragging hours by playing Xbox Live with Cloud and Aster when they were online. He got a text from Jamie, but Jack wasn't too focused to keep the conversation going. It was empty anyway.  
>Guitar didn't cut it and neither did walking around the local shopping district. Jack had been hoping to buy himself a new winter jacket but he just couldn't be bothered to walk around the shops by himself when he was too busy wondering just what Hiccup had panicked over on Thursday. He had rushed out of the diner with such a scared look on his face…<p>

Jack didn't know. Had his Dad got into an accident? Had something else happened? Why didn't he tell Jack? Not the details or a full length story. Just, "_My dad hurt himself," _or _"Toothless was ill. I had to take him to the vet." _Something…

Saturday was spent doing nothing. Sunday was similar, although Rapunzel spent some more time with Jack. She had emptied his wardrobe; everything laid over his floor, over his bed and sofa. She was matching up different outfits and trying new design things. It was something to do with a project at school – she kept drawing in her art pad.

"Nothing?" she asked, when Jack threw his phone down after checking it for the umpteenth time that morning. "Nothing," he muttered, coming to sit beside her. "Lessons tomorrow?"  
>"Media and Art."<br>"You'll have plenty of time to talk then," Punzie said, closing her art book. "Don't worry. I'll clear this up," she said, beginning to fill the wardrobe up, reordering it so that Jack had set outfits to wear. "I'll grab some drinks," the boy said, leaving Rapunzel to her work, smiling when he heard her begin to hum his favourite song. Just to help him relax. "Hot chocolate sound good?"  
>"With marshmallows please!"<p>

* * *

><p>By the time Monday rolled around, Jack was fed up of the house. He was stood waiting to leave long before North and Punzie had their shoes on.<br>"Vat's the matter Jack?" North asked, watching his son rap his fingers on the dashboard, staring angrily out the window at the passing cars. "Nothing," the boy said quietly, pulling his hood up to hide his face. He was in a bad mood, and he wasn't overly keen on taking it out on Dad or Rapunzel.

Jack pulled out his phone, staring at the blank screen, rifling through messages from Bunny and Cloud; both nonchalantly trying to ask about Hiccup but failing. Epically.

Sadly though, neither had Merida's number – something Jack wanted so he could text her on the teens whereabouts. Jack hadn't bothered to get it himself, but he regretted that decision as soon as he got home. And it's not like he could ask Hiccup for it. It was him he wanted to ask about. But to Ginger…  
>Jack skipped tutor and headed to Media early. He sat himself in his assigned seat, pulling out his half-finished homework from Mr Jorgenson. The man huffed when he saw it, but Jack didn't make any excuses. He just waited patiently for the freckled teen… who didn't show.<p>

Jack sat and stared at the classroom door, long after the bell had rung. Maybe he was just late. Maybe he had skipped Media because he didn't want to see Jorgenson… The white haired teen wondered this as he headed to Music in B block. Cloud and Bunny were waiting for him. "Morning," they said, but on seeing his less than vigour response, noticed something was up.

"Something wrong?"  
>"It's Hiccup."<br>"A no show." Jack nodded. "You sound like a worried boyfriend," Bunny laughed, clapping Jack on the back. "He's probably just sick. He'll be in tomorrow."  
>Jack agreed sullenly, following the boys into the Music room. But it wasn't like Hiccup could've been really sick. He would've said so. Then again, maybe he wouldn't. Jack didn't seem to be the most trusted of friend's right about now.<p>

Music passed quickly enough. Bunny and Cloud tried to cheer Jack up, who joined in half-heartedly; his mind still preoccupied. Break was spent kicking cans back and forth as replacement for a football. However halfway through Jack just decided to keep tripping Aster up because it amused him to do so.

Art was a little different. Because there, sat in the back corner, was Hiccup. At first, the teen wouldn't talk to Jack. He gave the customary greeting, but refused to turn and look when Jack called out to him. Tooth called for silence and note work began whilst she explained the in's and outs of the project in great detail. Jack had to listen this time because he knew she wouldn't be handing out her little 'Guide Book.' All the time, Jack wondered why the boy wouldn't talk to him. _Was it something he had done? Something he had said?  
><em>Once Tooth had finished explaining, she let everyone get into their groups and discuss ideas. That meant Hiccup _had _to talk to Jack, whether he liked it or not.

"You gonna tell me what's wrong?" Jack asked as soon as Hiccup looked to him. The boy looked worried for a second, glancing to Merida then back to Jack. "It's nothing," the boy said quietly, opening his notebook to a new page, trying to keep his eyes anywhere but the scowling white-haired teen. "Well obviously not," Jack said, feeling a little angry that Hiccup was shrugging him off. Weren't they friends? Or was it only Jack who had thought so?  
>"You didn't turn up for Media." Jack spat the words like a threat, pulling his own book closer. He was inches from shouting about how selfish Hiccup was being and why he didn't trust him and– <em>My god. Jack was acting like an over protective boyfriend. <em>

"It's just, you rushed out of the diner all panicked then I heard nothing except a four word text saying: _Sorry. Something came up. _You just worried me that's all," Jack said, aggression no longer in his voice. Hiccup looked a little shocked. He began fiddling with the edge of his jumper, his eyes glued to something interesting on the page in front of him. "My dad hurt himself. I had to go help him. Then I spent the evening trying to persuade him to go to the hospital," Hiccup said slowly. Jack could hear his voice was scratchy and strained…  
>"I caught a cold so I slept the whole weekend. I even woke up late and missed first period," Hiccup said, blushing as he spoke.<p>

Embarrassed to be ill.  
>How cute.<p>

"Well at least you're okay," Jack said, feeling his ears grow hot. He had _almost _told Hiccup he was cute.  
>Out loud.<p>

Suddenly, a sharp cough jolted Jack from his thoughts. Merida smiled angrily at the startled pair. "Now kiss and make up so that we can get on with this project," she said, pushing the worksheet closer. That made Jack and Hiccup blush even more but neither noticed, too busy trying to distract themselves from Merida's underhanded comment. Because _she_ had noticed…  
>At lunch, Jack and Hiccup got some alone time. <em>Not that kind of alone time, <em>Jack scolded his thoughts as he walked beside the freckled teen. He was a lot happier now knowing that Hiccup hadn't been intentionally avoiding him. He had just been sleeping. Which was perfectly understandable considering Hiccup had been really ill. Jack could hear it in his voice and all the coughing he was doing. His face was still flushed, his cute freckles more prominent than ever. But now was not the time to be thinking about that, Jack scolded himself once more as he followed Hiccup.

"Oh yeah, I wanted to ask," Jack said, glancing over to the football pitch. "Would you come join the football team?"  
>Hiccup looked at the white-haired teen like he was crazy. "Are you kidding me? I have two left feet!"<br>"It was just a suggestion," Jack said raising his hands in surrender.

"Thanks, but no thanks. I'd rather not look like an idiot in front of everyone."  
>"Then how about manager?"<br>"Huh?"

Jack laughed at Hiccup's cute confused face. "Manager. As in, team manager. This college allows two students to manage the team and the support team. No one has gone for it yet because everyone's still settling into college. You could come be our manager," Jack said again. "Why would I–"  
>"It just gives us another reason to hang out," Jack answered simply.<p>

Then he smiled. "And you get to see me play."  
>"More like so you can show off."<br>"Any chance I get."

Hiccup stuck out his tongue. "Hey. There's no dissing my amazing football skills," Jack said, folding his arms, striking up a pose like a superhero. "Like kicking it anywhere _but _the goal?" Hiccup sniggered to himself, glancing over to the football pitch. "Dunno. I'll think about it. Besides, there's no harm in trying, right?"  
>Jack beamed. "Yep. No harm in trying. Let's go talk to coach now!"<p>

The boy grabbed Hiccup by the arm and began to drag him towards the pitch, all whilst he continued to complain and try to back out of his decision.

* * *

><p><strong>The Other Side Of The Mirror<strong>

**Part 2: **The Butterfly Effect

**Hiccup**

"I can't believe they made me Manager on the spot," Hiccup groaned, his bag a lot heavier now it was stuffed with two extra folders and paperwork concerning the current football timetable. He dumped it down on the bench, moving to the table of labelled bags, that coach had left out for him to sort. "Oi, you're helping me with this," the freckled teen said, shooting a glare in Jack's direction, who had been creeping close to the bench to sit down. "I know I know," he said, raising his hands in mock surrender. "Besides. It was you who got me in this mess."  
>"You said you didn't mind."<br>"I said I'd think about it," Hiccup shot back, throwing the boy his labelled Jersey with his number and name printed on the back.

"There's your uniform. Try it on to make sure it fits," he said, dropping the labelled bags in a line.  
>"It doesn't matter. Coach likes you," Jack said, stripping off his top. Hiccup took the chance to have a quick look, smiling when the boy's hoodie got caught on his head and gave Hiccup more time to appreciate the view. "Otherwise he wouldn't have said yes so quickly."<p>

"Who said what?" The boys looked up to see Aster entering the sports hall. "Hiccup is our new football manager," Jack grinned.  
>Aster smiled back. "Cool. And I'm assuming that was Jack's idea and not yours." Hiccup rolled his eyes. "How'd you guess?"<p>

Jack just shrugged, continuing to pull on the jersey. "Hey have I got one?" Aster asked, noticing Jack's new attire. "Yeah," Hiccup answered, glancing at the piles to find the right one.  
>"They came this morning. Coach said as Manager, I have the duty of handing them out to each player."<br>"Which also means learning, and remembering their names," he grumbled under his breath, handing Aster his uniform. "Cool."

Just then, the hall doors banged open, and in burst three boys, trying to trip each other up. Hiccup stared at them, already wishing he hadn't gone along with Jack's whims. "Oh shit," he mumbled, skirting back a couple of steps. Jack noticed. He came to stand beside the boy, holding his hand out to take the rest of the jerseys. "You know them?"  
>"Yeah. The middle one is Snotlout Jorgenson."<br>"Jorgenson? As is Media Teacher Jorgenson."

"His son," Hiccup said, glancing towards the one that was shoving Harry Vanguard into his twin brother, Finley Vanguard. "They're my cousins."  
>"What?"<p>

Hiccup scowled to himself. Snotlout by blood, the Vanguard twins by marriage.  
>"Yeah. They made my holidays hell when we did annual family gatherings," Hiccup muttered, watching the boy's approach, having spotted Aster and Jack in their new uniforms, stood beside…<p>

"Hiccup?" Snotlout looked a bit dumbstruck. Harry and Finley looked too. "Hey it's twig-legs," they yelled, racing over. "Nice to see you too," Hiccup said, putting on fake airs, trying not to move too much when the twins slapped him on the back; as was their usual greeting. "Dad said we'd see you here," Snotlout said as he approached, a lot less enthusiastically than his half-brothers. "Didn't expect you to be on the football team though."  
>"Manager," Hiccup said, handing the boy's their uniforms. "Means I get to tell you what to do. And this time, you have to listen."<br>"Like we ever do that," Harry laughed, shoving Finley into Snotlout. "Not really," the boy's laughed, moving to the bench to dump their stuff and get suited up for practice.

"I agree entirely," Hiccup grumbled, continuing to pile the uniforms up.

"You okay?" Jack asked. Hiccup could feel him watching closely, the same nervous, worried look on his face. "Yeah," the teen smiled up at him. "I don't hate them. They just use up a lot of my energy to hang out with them. That's all." That was true. But that wasn't what worried Hiccup. Those boys….

They _knew. _Just like Mer, and Astrid…  
>Which meant that hanging out with Jack in front of them… they might just figure out that Hiccup liked him.<br>And if they let something slip, it would be the end of everything.

Hiccup couldn't fret for too long. Cloud arrived, dragging with him, two more; Flynn Rider and a large boy called McGuffin. Shortly after came a quiet boy called Jamie Bennett and two loud twins, Bartholomew and Bellamere Tveir, although they immediately stated that they didn't want to be known as such. The pair even went as far as using Sharpie Pen to cross out their names on their brand-new football uniforms, changing them to Barf and Belch. As you would.

Hiccup groaned to himself, watching the boys vandalise the uniform, already jotting down a note to order two more jerseys with the amended nicknames. Hopefully Coach wouldn't be too angry at the boy's antics.  
>"They don't mean it," Jack laughed, breaking away from the main group. "It's just another one of their antics." Hiccup attempted a grin, but he was close to throwing in the towel. And it had barely been an hour since he accepted…. Doing whatever he was doing.<p>

It definitely didn't feel like managing.  
>It was more like babysitting.<p>

Pascal Green and Maximus Steed were the last to arrive. They collected their jerseys and joined the others for warm up before practice, leaving Hiccup to start reading through the folders and make sense of exactly what his job role was, now he was Football Team Manager…

* * *

><p>As the boy had expected, Coach wasn't too pleased with "Barf" and "Belch's" new sharpie design. However, he let the matter slide, considering that the next official match wasn't for another week or so, meaning if they ordered the jerseys as soon as possible, there wouldn't have to wait as long and the uniforms should arrive. That was Hiccup's job.<br>Whilst Coach ran the practice, Hiccup was sent off to the P.E office to order the uniform on the school computer.

That was fine.

Hiccup got to sit in a comfy swivel chair and had his favourite Celtic Songs playing out of the speakers whilst he worked. Which was all of about five minutes. The teen decided to drag it out about, pulling up solitaire on the screen. The only problem with that game, was that it was addictive.  
>And Hiccup's problem was that his five minute job turned into a forty-five minute gaming session.<br>Which wasn't exactly ideal.

Hiccup groaned to himself when he saw the time. Coming up to quarter to five. He still had until half past when practice would finish, but it wouldn't do to laze about in the office until then. Besides, the others were probably wondering where he had got to. The Brunette turned off the computer and donned his coat. He slipped from the office, following the corridor back along to the Sports hall, humming to himself as he walked.

He wasn't paying attention to the sound of footsteps behind him nor the hand that reached out and grabbed hold of his hood, pulling the boy back.  
>Hiccup cried out in shock, his arms flailing as he felt himself falling. A hand reached out, covering over his mouth and muffled his cries, serving only to help gravity and knock the boy to the ground.<p>

"Hello Toothpick."

Hiccup froze at the sound of the boy's voice, staring up at the teen who was smiling back at him. A dark smile.  
>"What do you think you're doing?" Dagur asked, crouching down so that he was closer to Hiccup. He was still laid on his back, trying to ignore the throbbing of his head where he hit it on the floor. Dagur moved his hand a little, allowing Hiccup to breath. "I don't–"<br>"You better not be looking at anyone else," the boy spat, his hands grabbing Hiccup's arms, his fingers digging into the still-sore flesh, enjoying the whimper of pain it caused. "Ow that hurts," Hiccup cried, squirming in the boy's grip, his eyes glancing along the corridor. He hoped no one would come, that no one had heard him shout. But at the same time….

"No one's coming to save you," Dagur grinned, his smile twisting into a snarl. "You may have gotten close to them, thinking you'll be safe from me," he said, tightening his grip on Hiccup's arms. "But you're wrong. You're mine Toothpick. Don't forget that."  
>"No," Hiccup protested. He wouldn't normally. He would always just lay down and let Dagur have his way with him.<p>

So why was he resisting? Now, of all times.._. _

Hiccup's eyes widened at the sight of the boy stood at the far end of the corridor. His eyebrows furrowed in confusion and anger.  
>Dagur hadn't seen him. He was too focused on Hiccup's defiance.<p>

"What did you say to me?" he growled, one hand grabbing Hiccup's chin to force him to look at him and only him. Dagur brought his face closer, his eyes sparking with uncontrollable anger, his fingers pressing depper into Hiccup's skin. "I said you're _mine. _You _will _obey everything I say!"

"NO!"

Hiccup didn't want anyone seeing this. He didn't want anyone seeing him in this state. He had cried out, not to Dagur, but to the boy racing down the corridor, his arm brought back ready to swing, to connect his fist with Dagur's skull. Dagur was knocked aside, shocked from the impact. He was knocked into the lockers, freeing Hiccup, who scrambled to his feet, instinctively creeping around to stand behind his saviour.  
>"Leave him alone bastard!" the boy shouted at Dagur, grabbing Hiccup by the arm himself. Before Dagur could climb to his feet, the boy was already dragging Hiccup down the corridor, towards the Sports hall and the rest of the football team.<p>

"Are you okay?" he asked, his hands visibly shaking from anger.  
>"Y-yes, I'm alright now," Hiccup stuttered, still a little shocked at how quickly he had just been saved and why he hadn't gone back and continued to pummel Dagur into the ground.<p>

"Thankyou Snotlout."

"Don't tell me you're still dating that piece of shit," Snotlout growled, pulling Hiccup quicker.  
>The brunette glanced over his shoulder. Dagur was climbing to his feet, searching for the boy that was being dragged away. "No I–"<br>"Then what were you doing with him?" Snotlout growled. He released the freckled teen, cracking his knuckles as he kept walking. "He caught me. I wasn't even–"

"OI TOOTHPICK!"

Hiccup spun around at the angry shout that echoed down the almost empty corridor.  
>"You can't escape me that easily!" Dagur shouted, laughing as he did. Maniacal and crazy.<br>Dagur began to walk away, almost drunkenly, stumbling back and forth as he disappeared down the end of the corridor.

"Hey idiot. You're shaking." Snotlout was right. But it wasn't like Hiccup could control it. His hands shaking, his body shaking. Why was he cold? He had his coat on. He shouldn't be cold.

"Just avoid him, alright," Snotlout grumbled, glancing back to the empty corridor. "He's always been twisted. You'll get hurt if you stay close to him."  
>"Aww it sounds like you care," Hiccup smiled, watching Snotlout's cheeks flush slightly.<p>

"No. Asshole!" Snotlout directed a sharp punch at Hiccup, catching him on the arm, before storming away with a bright red face.  
>"Thanks anyway," Hiccup called after him, laughing, following at a slightly slower pace. He smiled to himself. Snotlout maybe an idiot, but he was quite caring when he wanted to be.<br>And at least he could throw a decent punch, Hiccup thought, rubbing his arm as he followed Snotlout into the Sports Hall.

* * *

><p><strong>The Other Side Of The Mirror <strong>

**Part 3: **Theory Into Practice

** Jack**

"What am I, your mother?" Hiccup hissed, grabbing the teen's jacket, throwing it at him. "You know you could've just given this to me tomorrow right?" Jack laughed, tying the sleeves around his waist. After practice, he had accidently left his jacket on the bench and Hiccup, being the last to leave had found it and brought it to the boy.  
>Jack wasn't going to say that he deliberately left his jacket, knowing Hiccup would be the one to bring it to him. Being a little predictable was also one things Jack appreciated about the shorter teen. At least there weren't many surprises.<br>"Whatever," Hiccup grumbled, zipping his own jacket up.  
>The two were heading to Gobber's place. It was where North would pick up Jack, and Hiccup would continue on to home. They did it often enough right after college it seemed only natural to do it after football practice as well.<p>

"So where were you tonight?"  
>"What do you mean?" Hiccup asked, folding his arms around himself. It wasn't <em>that<em> cold, but Jack was still unable to avoid himself thinking up the cliché '_lend you my jacket' _romance scene.

"You weren't there to see more score a goal."  
>"It was only practice. It doesn't count."<br>"Every goal counts," Jack insisted. Hiccup replied by poking out his tongue. "So?"  
>"I was in the P.E office like coach asked me. Ordering Bellamere and Bartholomew new jerseys," the teen grumbled, muttering further insults under his breath. His cheeks flushed slightly and his eyes glanced away when he confessed, "then I accidently played solitaire for three quarters of an hour before I came back."<p>

Jack started sniggering, digging his hands in his pockets to stop himself from hugging Hiccup there and then. "A good two shoes like you skipping out on work! I am shocked," he laughed sarcastically, admiring Hiccup's freckles from under the passing streetlamp. He was blushing, his nose red from the cold, his eyes tearing slightly from the chill.  
>They seemed to be sparkling, or was it Jack's imagination.<p>

"The rest of us thought you got lost. We even sent Snotlout to look for you."  
>"Under resistance?"<br>"We drew straws." Hiccup frowned, but then smiled, hugging himself tighter. "Makes sense," he said, watching his breath mingle with the cold air.

"Still going to be manager?" Jack asked, concerned that Hiccup might suddenly back out after an uneventful evening. "Course," Hiccup answered without thinking. "It might serve as an excuse to get out of something in the future. Might as well keep hold of that." The boy chuckled to himself, as if he'd pulled a prank or something.

"I'm starting to think you're not as innocent as you make yourself out to be," Jack frowned.  
>"Of course not," came the boy's response with a devilish smile on his face. "What made you think I was innocent?" Jack couldn't tell if Hiccup was joking or not. He laughed slightly, and then tried to disguise it as a cough, but it probably sounded like he was choking on air.<p>

"You okay?" Hiccup stopped walking, waiting for Jack to stop his laughing coughing fit. Or whatever it was he was doing. He stepped in closer, obviously concerned.  
>"s' nothing," Jack choked out, laughing more at his inability to breathe right. "You sure you're okay?" Hiccup asked, stepping closer.<p>

Jack couldn't help but glance at him under the lone street lamp. Scattered freckled, pale skin. A cute rounded nose, full cheeks. His emerald eyes were still shining like gems, flecked with gold light and… they looked red in places.  
>Sore.<p>

The crying wasn't from the cold. His eyes themselves were hurting. "Are _you _okay?" Jack asked, cured of his coughing disaster.

"You're eyes…"

But it wasn't just Hiccup's eyes. Now that Jack was looking, _properly looking, _he could see things he hadn't seen earlier.  
>Marks on the boy's left side of his face. Sores on his neck. Beneath them, bruising… in the shape of…<p>

"Hey, I'm not the one choking on nothing," Hiccup laughed. He curled his arms a little tighter, burying his chin in the folds of his jacket, blocking Jack's view of his neck.  
>"And there's nothing wrong with my eyes. I can see just fine," he continued, turning quickly to lead the way Gobber's. They were almost there. In the distance, they could see the lights of the diner, filled with shadows of guests and such.<p>

"Hey maybe we can grab a bite to eat before your dad comes," Hiccup said, already marching off. "I'm really hungry."  
>"You. Hungry? Who was the one actually playing football today?"<p>

Jack dropped the subject. For now.  
>Because he was almost one hundred percent certain that those marks on Hiccup's neck wasn't anything to do with his sickness or a reaction.<p>

They were bruises.

From being strangled.

* * *

><p><em>It was too short so I added a little extra... <em>


End file.
